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':ltotes and '{jjomment 
BY THE EDITORS 
A Prayer for Thanksgiving, 1950 
W E PRAISE Thee, 0 God; we acknowledge Thee to be the Lord. All the earth doth worship Thee, the Father everlasting. 
In Thy love Thou hast afflicted us, in Thy mercy Thou hast punished 
us, in Thy kindness Thou hast brought us low, and in Thy truth Thou hast 
rebuked our pride; 
In Thy wrath Thou hast remembered mercy, in Thy judgment Thou hast 
-1- offered us pardon, in Thy holiness Thou hast corrected us, and in Thy 
chastisement Thou hast bade us return to Thee; 
~ From the folly of loving peace above duty, from the blindness of a false 
security, from the temptation to break faith with those who have trusted us, 
Thou hast delivered us. 
0 Lord, save Thy people and bless Thine heritage. 
And grant us the assurance that though Thy promise be long delayed, the 
meek shall inherit the earth, the righteous shall flourish like the bay tree, 
and they that mourn shall be comforted; 
That Thou wilt keep in perfect peace the soul that rests in Thee, though 
wars may rise and eras die and hopes long-held deceive; 
That for the sake of Thine elect the days of wrath will be shortened and 
Thy return accomplished. 
And make us grateful for the lasting joys. 
For hearts that love us though they know us well; 
For nature's beauty and the changing seasons; 
For taste, and touch, and sight, and smell, and hearing; 
For work that tires, and for renewing sleep; 
For little boys who flatter us with questions; 
For aged saints who show us how to die. 
And most of all, for Thine own Self we thank Thee, 
0 Thou Who livest and reignest, and we in Thee. 
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Secretary Marshall 
THIS is a r~ther late date to be 
commentmg upon the ap-
pointment of General Marshall to 
the office of Secretary of Defense 
but we think that the appoint-
ment is significant enough that 
something should be said about 
it. 
First of all, we think that Gen-
eral Marshall deserves the grati-
tude of all of us for leaving the 
pleasant and well-earned retire-
ment from which he was called to 
his new duties. Few men in our 
time have served the nation more 
ably and more selflessly than he 
has and few have enjoyed its con-
fidence and respect as he has. 
Secondly, General Marshall 
strikes us as one of the most thor-
ough-going democrats in public 
life. There is nothing of the mili-
tary martinet about him, none of 
the empire-builder. Certainly no 
one need fear that his appoint-
ment will remove the defense de-
partment for civilian control for 
the general, despite his rank and 
his background, has always dis-
played a profound respect for ci-
vilian control of the armed forces 
and his own thinking seems to be 
more civilian than military. 
But the fact remains that when 
the President was confronted with 
the necessity of choosing a secre-
tary of defense who could com-
mand the respect and confidence 
of the country, he was forced to 
choose a military man. This is no ' 
criticism of the appointment. It 
is a very soberly-stated criticism 
of the present political situation, J 
a situation in which we lack any 
civilian men of a stature capable 
of rallying the people around 
them. As Dorothy Thompson has 1 
correctly stated, we face the great-
est crisis of our national life with ' 
mediocre leadership in both ma-
jor parties. 
It is hard to believe that this 1 
nation of 15o,ooo,ooo people could 
not have offered, in 1948, a better 
choice for the presidency than the ~ 
two men who were offered us. It 
is the duty of responsible party 
leauership to find or develop men .J 
of vision and ability. The job is 
not an impossible one. Jake Arvey 
did it on a city and state level in 
Illinois and his public service paid 
off in a very practical way at the 
polls. We are convinced that the " 
same sort of public service on the 
national level would pay off prac- r-
tically, too. 
General Marshall's appoint- ~ 
ment, while it is a deservedly high 
compliment to the man himself, 
is a silent but none-the-less bitter 
indictment of both of our major 
parties. , 
tl 
No Time for Reform I 
IF THERE is anything we like, it ~ 
is a clear-eyed, clean-cut young 
man fighting the good fight for " 
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home and flag and western civili-
"' zat.ion. And if we were fashioning 
an army according to our likes, 
we would see to it that every man-
Jack in it looked and behaved like 
Sir Galahad in his better mo-
mt>nts. But even in our editorial 
ivory tower we recognize an un-
comfortable thing called reality 
and we recognize also that reality 
never quite matches the ideal. 
And so, although we continue 
to hope for a better world, we 
have to suggest that the situation 
at the moment is not ripe for a 
moral revolution in the armed 
forces. Abstractly we agree with 
the brotherhood-of-man folks who 
deplore the tendency of our sol-
diers to fix derogatory names upon 
people of color (cf. "gooks" as ap-
• plied to the people of Korea), but 
we doubt that this is the time for .., 
the army to be lecturing the fight-
ing men on tolerance. And the 
same goes for beer. Maybe the 
good ladies of the W.C.T.U. are 
right in deploring the issue of beer 
to the troops, maybe not. Certain-
ly this is a poor time to try to 
change the drinking habits of the 
younger population in the armed 
forces. If the country has furn-
ished the army with a lot of young 
... men who like their beer, and if 
_. the beer will help them to fight a 
little better, we are in favor of 
-;letting them have it. 
While this war is still young we 
... might as well reconcile ourselves 
to the fact that life in combat is 
not designed to bring out the best 
in man. The general level of mo-
rality in the armed forces is prob-
ably about the same as the level of 
the morality of our people gen-
erally-and that would be plenty 
low. The mission of the men who 
are running the war is not to re-
form a generation of young men 
but to remove opposition to our 
foreign policy. Since the supply of 
he 1me-grown angels falls far short 
of the manpower requirements of 
the services, they must do the job 
wit ·\ such material as is available. 
In the nature of things, that means 
that quite a few of the champions 
of western culture will be rough-
necks who have never read any-
thing deeper than a comic book 
and quite a few of the crusaders 
for Christian society will be young 
men who drink and swear and 
chase women and shoot craps and 
make a general nuisance of them-
selves. But this is no time to be 
choicy. 
No doubt it would be more ap-
propriate to fight a war for truth 
and justice and right with armies 
of plumed knights. But until such 
an army is raised, we had better 
just be grateful for the men-good, 
bad, and average-who are fight-
ing our battles for us and leave it 
to them to fight the best way they 
can. 
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Report on the Medium 
T HE time has come for another in our series of reports on the 
progress of television and we are 
happy to be able to say that the 
l\:Iedium is beginning to show 
signs of promise, even though at 
the moment the signs are not 
much larger than a man's hand. 
Among the more encouraging 
signs of progress was the series of 
telecasts, a few weeks ago, from 
the chambers of the Security 
Cuuncil. As one of the radio col-
umnists pointed out, television 
was presenting these sessions at 
the same time that commercial 
radio has reserved for the soap 
s3gas. That fact, in itself, might 
indicate that television h at least 
sumewhat more aware of its social 
responsibility than is radio. 
But there is more to it than 
that. The job of reporting that 
was done was both mature and 
sensitive. Whoever ran the show 
was content to let the "actors" and 
the cameras carry it. With some-
thing like the concentration of a 
psychoanalyst, the camera fixed 
upon the principal characters in 
the drama and held them long 
enough for the audience to have 
a good chance to appraise them. 
We were startled by the effec-
tiveness of such a technique. Our 
heme town lies in the very heart 
of Chicagoland, that vast, mysteri-
ous realm over which Robert 
Rutherford McCormick broods 
like a mother hen, ever on the 
alert for a bureaucrat slinking 
westward through the weeds from 
Washington or an English diplo-
mat swooping down upon the in-
nocent broodlings of the Corn 
Belt. Under such circumstances, it 
is hard to imagine hardened Trib 
readers warming to Sir Gladwyn 
Jebb or even to Mr. Warren Au-
stilL But both Mr. Austin and Sir 
Gladwyn came out of the series 
with enthusiastic Chicagoland 
partisans, particularly Sir Glad-
wyn who seemed, despite the . 
Colonel's repeated warnings about ... 
British diplomats, to be a very 
high-type character with neither 
horns nor cloven feet. 
A number of writers have sug-
gested that the same techniques • 
that were applied in telecasting ,.. 
the Security Council sessions might 
be applied to telecasts of Con-
gressional sessions. There are, of 
course, valid reasons for feeling 
that the Congress should not be 
subjected to such close popular 
scrutiny but there are equally 
good reasons for feeling that both 
the quality of debate in Congress 
and the people's understanding of 
the parliamentary process might ~,. 
benefit from telecasts of the ses-
sions. Certainly television offers ;.. 
the possibility of going a long way 
toward bridging the gap between 1--
the people and the government. ._ 
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Like an Evening Gone 
T wo old soldiers died within a week of each other several 
weeks ago and their passing, in 
each case, marked the end of an 
era. 
The younger of the two was Jan 
Smuts, the venerable old Boer 
who, after playing a gallant role 
against the British in the South 
African War, joined with the con-
querors in building a new Dutch-
English commonwealth and did 
perhaps more than any other sin-
gle man to convert the empire into 
-1 a commonwealth of self-governing 
nations. His death removed the 
,. last of the heroic Boer leaders-
Botha, Herzog, and Smuts-who 
did so much to help the Union of 
4 South Africa win a respected place 
in the family of nations. And 
., Smuts was more than a statesman. 
He was a scholar, a writer of high 
quality, a deeply religious man, 
" anrl a prophet. At his death he 
was Chancellor of Cambridge 
University. 
The older man was Theodore 
Penland, last commander-in-chief 
• of the Grand Army of the Repub-
lic. A few veterans o£ the Civil 
• War still survive their last com-
-4. mander but for all practical pur-
poses his death cuts the last tie 
~ that connects the America of Har-
ry Truman with the America of 
-1 . 
Abraham Lincoln and Jefferson 
4 Davis. The old soldier had lived 
to see the war fade into legend, a 
legend as obscure to most of our 
generation as the story of the Rev-
olution or the War of the Roses. 
And with the development of the 
legend, there came a softening of 
feeling on both sides of the border 
until today the old animosities 
have all but disappeared. All of 
that Mr. Penland was permitted 
to see in his lifetime. 
"Old soldiers never die," the 
army song says, "they just fade 
away." And when the last one 
fades over the hill, he takes his 
war with him and the world, with 
hardly a salute to the departing 
w:Jrrior, goes about raising more 
armies and more weapons for new 
w<1rs. History is a record that is 
pl<•yed on a turntable that is stuck. 
That They All May be One 
M ANY of us will be more grate-ful this year than we have 
been for several years past for the 
wisdom of the Church in setting 
aside the first day of November as 
the Feast of All Saints. 
It is good to be reminded as we 
are each year by the feast that, 
weak and small and inconsequen-
tial as we may feel at a time when 
great issues are at stake and grave 
decisions must be made, we are 
still members of the great com-
pany of saints, apostles, prophets, 
martyrs, and ordinary men and 
women "of whom the world was 
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not worthy." Earth offers no glory 
to compare with that glory and no 
companionship to compare with 
that companionship. 
It must be the continuing regret 
of anyone who has felt the glory 
of membership in such select com-
pany that its members on the 
earth are split into hundreds of 
factions, each of which has built 
a high wall around its own lim-
ited field of vision-walls which 
at best are doctrinal and at worst 
are corporate or institutional. And 
it must be the daily prayer of 
everyone who has loved his Lord 
that He would fill up the roll of 
His elect and put an end to the 
pride and lovelessness and ignor-
ance which builds such walls. 
We have never been among 
those who seem to feel that the 
broken unity of the church can 
be restored by pretending that 
theological differences do not ex-
ist or, if they do, that they are not 
important. It is tremendously im-
portant that one not compromise 
any smallest part of the truth as 
he knows it. But beyond all of the 
barriers that separate Christian 
from Christian, there is a unity of 
faith and love and hope. And over-
shadowing the whole army of the 
faithful is the great cloud of wit-
nesses which cannot be claimed by 
any one part of Christendom. 
And so we shall remember 
Stephen the Martyr and Augus-
tine and Jerome and Francis of 
Assisi and Hus and Wyclif and 
Luther and Knox and Calvin, and • 
Basil and Alexander Nevsky and, 
remembering them, we shall be 
strong again to run with patience 
the race that is set before us. 
We Have a Little List 
ONE of our favorite journals has asked a number of deep-
thinking theologians to list the 
ten books which have had the • 
greatest influence on their life and 
thought or have given significant ~ 
new insights. Since the letter re-
~ 
questing our list did not reach us 
(pnssibly because we changed ad-
dresses during the summer), we 
shall submit our list in these col- " 
umns and invite our readers to y 
suggest their own lists. 
Incidentally, there is a tempta-
tion when one is asked for a list 
such as this to include a number • 
of books which one has never read 
but knows he ought to have read 
because his intellectual friends 
consider them top-drawer stuff. • 
We're going to be honest about 
this and list the books that ac- ., 
tually influenced us and we shall 
list them more or less in the order -,.. 
in which we encountered them. 
1. Bible Story Book by Elsie E. 1-
Egermeier. 
2. The Boy Inventors' Diving • 
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Torpedo Boat (author forgot-
ten). 
3· The Works of Arthur Conan 
Doyle. 
4· The Orations of Cicero against 
Catiline. 
5· The Standard Atlas and Ga-
zetteer of the World, Elegant-
ly Illustrated. 
6. The Imitation of Christ by 
Thomas a Kempis (?) 
7· The Screwtape Letters by C. S. 
Lewis. 
8. The Problem of Pain by C. S. 
Lewis. 
g. The Book of Common Prayer. 
.. 10. The Weight of Glory and 
Other Addresses by C. S. 
Lewis. 
The fundamental fallacy in 
~ drawing up such a list is, of 
course, that the books one lists are 
., those of whose influence one is 
~ crmsciously aware. Should there 
not, perhaps, be a speller on the 
+ list, and perhaps an arithmetic 
-1 book? And how about periodicals? 
It may seem surprising that the 
~ Bible is not included in the list. '"'e do not include it because we 
,. do not consider it a book in the 
.., same sense as the ten listed are 
books. We do not include Shake-
.. speare simply because, while he 
.~ has given us much pleasure, he 
has not left the lasting mark on 
-1 us that the books listed have left. 
And, although this will type us as 
"" a Philistine straight from Gaza, 
we have left S~ren Kierkegaard 
off the list, too. 
Such, then, is our list. And we 
shall be anxious to see how our 
list compares with the choices of 
our readers. 
More About Books 
STILL on the subject of books, we wonder how many people 
realize what it takes to turn out 
a first-rate, scholarly work? 
The thought occurred to us the 
other day when we read an an-
nouncement of the publication of 
E. G. Schwiebert's Luther and His 
Times. The book runs something 
like goo pages with a couple 
hundred pages of footnotes. It 
will sell for $7.95 before publi-
cation, $10.00 after publication. 
vVith its theme and at its price it 
is hardly likely to enjoy the sales 
volume of the popular novels. 
We use this book as an example 
because we happen to know its 
author and some of the back-
ground of its preparation. We 
could just as well use any book 
of the same type. The point is 
that a book like this represents a 
decade or more of quite intensive 
work, not to mention the long 
years of learning the tools and 
techniques of scholarship. But on 
a bookshop table it is just another 
book, a book which cow-eyed rna-
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trans will pick up and lay aside 
as they browse through the book-
shop. 
Now we are not asking sym-
pathy for writers because a writer 
who has had his stuff accepted for 
publication doesn't need any body's 
sympathy. But it does seem that 
we do not yet have a really satis-
factory way of introducing a new 
book to the reading public. Pub-
lishers' blurbs are so notoriously 
over-enthusiastic that when a real-
ly important book comes along 
they find themselves out of adjec-
tives that are not already shop-
worn. Reviewers range from high- ~ 
ly competent to thoroughly incom-
petent and the lay reader has no 
sure way of telling one from the 
other. The result is that many a 
book which deserves a wide audi-
ence hardly gets a hearing while 
the outflow of literary sewage is 
gobbled up as fast as it can be 
turned out. 
Nietzsche, as every one knows, preached a doctrine which he 
and his followers regard apparently as very revolutionary; he 
held that ordinary altruistic morality had been the invention 
of a slave class to prevent the emergence of superior types to 
fight and rule them ... . Turn up the last act of Shakespeare's 
Richard III and you will find not only all that Nietzsche had 
to say put into two lines, but you will find it put in the very 
words of Nietzsche. Richard Crookback says to his nobles: 
Conscience is but a word that cowards use, 
Devised at first to keep the strong in awe. 
As I have said, the fact is plain. Shakespeare had thought 
of Nietzsche and the Master Morality; but he weighed it at its 
proper value and put it in its proper place. Its proper place 
is the mouth of a half-insane hunchback on the eve of defeat. 
This rage against the weak is only possible in a man morbidly 
brave but fundamentally sick; a man like Richard, a man like 
Nietzsche. This case alone ought to destroy the absurd fancy 
that these modern philosophies are modern in the sense that 
the great men of the past did not think of them. They thought 
of them; only they did not think much of them. It was not 
that Shakespeare did not see the Nietzsche idea; he saw it, and 
he saw through it. 
-G. K. CHESTERTON 
The Common Man 
(Sheed and Ward, Ig5o) l. 
The PILGRIM 
"All the trumpets sounded for him on the 
other side." -PILGRIM'S PROGRESS 
BY JOHN STRIETELMEIER 
Dear Pilgrim: 
T HE lady in your office assures me that your cold will have 
• run its course within a few days 
anrl that then you will be back 
~ with staff in hand and eyes set 
• on the far horizon. . . . U nfor-
tunately, our tame magician who 
us<:d to transform assurances into 
~ copy for Walter Schmidt's voraci-
ous linotypes has signed on with 
.,. the "Dewey in '52" movement, 
leaving us for the moment under 
"'' the necessity of gathering copy by 
.,. more orthodox ways . .. which is 
why you see your relief pitcher 
-1 stumbling out to the mound with 
all the jauntiness and savoir faire 
., of a small-town postmaster in-
.., specting a ticking parcel. 
I must confess that, at the mo-
.., mcnt, the thought of writing any-
4 thing at all depresses me .... Far 
from being infatuated with the 
.. sound of my own words, I feel a 
kind of revulsion when I read 
-\ over the stuff I have written these 
J past two years .... We all talk 
too much. . . . What we should 
9 
do now is shut up and wait until 
we become so full that the words 
pour out without effort ... but 
there are deadlines . . . and since 
they recur regularly each month, 
we must put words together at 
le:.:st once a month. 
You know this better than I 
do . . . how tired one can get of 
hearing himself pontificating the 
same cliches ... hashing over the 
same catch phrases ... doling out 
the same measure of fixed ideas to 
audience after audience . ... We 
shouldn't be doing that .. . . We 
should be silent until we catch 
hold on a new insight. ... But 
that is impossible .... For there 
are deadlines .... Our minds must 
operate by the calendar and once 
each month they must disgorge a 
load of deep thoughts and pol-
ished phrases. 
And we must avoid cliches .... 
\Ve must not be trite .... But 
truth, real truth, is always trite 
and every great basic principle 
that man has ever isolated and 
laid down has, by now, been rigid-
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ified in a cliche. . . . Two thou-
sand years ago a man wrote that 
"God is Love" and shocked the 
whole world. . . . The idea was 
revolutionary and utterly foreign 
to what man had known, or 
thought he knew, of God until 
then .... Now it is just a proof-
text, mouthed by millions who 
have no idea of the meaning of 
love and, therefore, no conception 
of the tremendous implications of 
a definition of God as love itself. 
And so it is with most of the 
great truths .... There is an awe-
full section in the confession of 
sins which we repeat every Sun-
day morning in our church. . . . 
"I, a poor, miserable sinner, con-
fess unto Thee all my sins and 
iniquities with which I have ever 
ofrer.ded Thee and justly deserved 
Thy temporal and eternal punish-
ment." ... I believe that ... at 
least I think I do .... But if I 
really believed it, if I were speak-
ing a conviction rather than re-
peating a cliche, I would probably 
break out in uncontrollable sobs 
and disturb the "devotional at-
mosphere" of the church. . . . I 
rather suspect that I don't actual-
ly consider myself a "poor, miser-
able sinner" ... that I don't know 
very much about the real nature 
of sin ... that I have little con-
sciousness of having offended God 
... and that I am not much dis-
turbed by the prospect of tem-
poral and eternal punishment .... 
Th<: saint or saints who first wrote 
the confession wrote it from the 
depth of their hearts and from a 
conviction of their sin and un-
worthiness .... I and my genera-
tion speak it from memory and 
reduce an agonized prayer to a 
ritualistic formula. 
How far removed am I from 
our little three-year-old who prays 
faithfully every night, "I pray 
Thee, Lord, my soap to keep?" ... 
Probably not as far as I would 
like to think . ... To him, at least, 
soap is a definable thing and, for • 
all I know, he may actually desire 
its preservation .... One of these " 
days I will have to tell him, of • 
course, that the word is "soul" 
... I haven't done so yet because 
I am afraid that he will ask me .. 
what "soul" means and I am not 
sure that I can give him a satisfac- '" 
tl•ry answer. . .. And yet I talk 
about the soul every day ... but, .,. 
fortunately, to people who are as .. 
accustomed as I am to the term 
and who, like myself, are adjusted ,.. 
to the idea of using terms that 
they cannot define. 
This embalmment of truth in ., 
cliche seems always to operate to 
reduce the strength of the truth. ., 
... I have noticed that especially ~ 
these past months with another 
war on and the correspondents " 
making the inevitable compari-
sons between war and Hell. . . . 1-
Hell, as a theological concept, L. 
seems altogether unacceptable to 
•· 
.. 
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the modern mind . . . and yet that 
same modern mind is always at 
work proposing definitions of Hell 
in anthropomorphic terms. . . . 
You may remember that Norman 
C0usins even wrote an editorial 
on it in the Saturday Review a 
few months ago .... The editorial 
was an elaboration on, and cor-
rection of, a definition of Hell 
which Gian Carlo Menotti had 
proposed. . . . In both cases, Hell 
was defined in purely human 
terms. 
For Menotti, "hell begins on 
the day when God grants us a 
dear vision of all that we might 
have achieved, of all the gifts 
which we have wasted, nf all that 
we might have done which we did 
not do." ... Menotti's concept of 
hell lies in two words: "Too late." 
It is not surprising, I suppose, 
that modern man should be con-
C(;rned with the nature of hell. ... 
Our generation of men lives in 
the afterglow of a generation that 
believed in the unlimited perfect-
ibility of man ... in the possibil-
ity of building heaven on earth. 
But our generation is a Monday 
morning generation ... . The hap-
PY binge is over and the hangover 
has set in ... and the disillusion-
ment that follows the shattering 
of the dream has persuaded some 
of the more thoughtful members 
of our generation that not heaven, 
but hell itself, has been the result 
of our efforts. 
But it is one of the tragedies of 
the human intelligence that so 
often, when it rejects one error, it 
rushes headlong into another .... 
vVe could think that we were 
building heaven on earth because 
we had a cheap picture of heaven. 
... And now we can fear that hell 
has come upon us because we 
have a cheap picture of hell. ... 
The more sophisticated among us 
have defined both heaven and hell 
in psychological terms which, wa-
tered-down as they are, are prob-
ably no worse than the cheap liter-
alism of some of the early Ameri-
can "fire-and-brimstone" preachers 
who defined heaven and hell in 
terms of the cheapest possible lit-
eralism .... The less sophisticated 
masses have, meanwhile, gone 
along with vague impressions of 
heaven as an eternity of harp-
playing and hell as an eternity of 
parboiling, concepts which, in 
both cases, have robbed the terms 
of any real meaning. 
I sometimes think that it might 
be better for all of us if we would 
quit trying to describe the physi-
cal geography of hell and concen-
trate more on its essential nature. 
... Milton and Dante have, per· 
h.:tps, done more to obscure than 
to clarify the nature of hell . . . 
for by their graphic descriptions 
of the specific tortures of hell they 
have stressed the physical rather 
than the spiritual. ... I am quite 
sure that there is physical torture 
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in hell. Psychosomatic medi-
cine has only just begun to show 
how physical distress may grow 
out of spiritual distress . . .. But it 
is the spiritual torment which is 
the real torment ... the torment 
of the soul which is separated 
from its God. 
And that, to me, is what hell 
really means ... but I recognize 
immediately that my definition 
cannot be logically stated .... For 
to say that hell is the separation 
of the soul from its God is to put 
words together which, under logi-
cal analysis, contradict themselves. 
... How can an all-knowing God 
say to a soul, "I never knew you''? 
... How can perfect love limit 
itself and refuse to extend to its 
own creature? ... How can man, 
who is in his nature a derived be-
ing, continue to exist (and through 
all eternity) cut off from the 
source of his life? 
And yet, irrational as the defini-
tion is, it is consonant with the 
clearest picture of hell that we 
have anywhere in Scripture ... for 
once, and only once, does Scrip-
ture show us hell with all of the 
imagery scraped away and with its 
essence laid bare .... That is in 
the story of the crucifixion when, 
out of the darkness, the Son of God 
cries, "My God, my God, why hast 
thou forsaken me?" ... The word 
is "forsaken" ... not punished .. . 
not afflicted ... but forsaken .. . 
abandoned ... rejected .... And 
there is a hint of the nature of hell 
in the term of address our Lord 
uses, too . . . not the intimate 
term "Father" that prefaces His 
other prayers, but "God." . . . 
Must we not suppose that there 
comes a time when the terms "Fa-
ther" and "God," which we use 
interchangeably and often synon-
ymously here on earth, cease to 
be synonymous so that a soul may 
be said to have a God, but not a 
Father? 
And there is something else to 
be said about hell, too .... Say 
what you like about the devil, 
there is no record of his ever hav-
ing broken a promise. . . . As 
might be expected, his fulfillment 
always involves a diabolical twist 
of the promise but it is a fulfill-
ment, nevertheless. . . . Many 
years ago, he promised our first 
mother that if she would eat of 
Lhe fruit of the tree of the knowl-
erlge of good and evil, she would 
be like God, knowing good and 
eYil. ... As Lewis points out, the 
joker in that promise is that there 
are two ways of knowing a thing-
academically, as an obstetrician 
knows about childbirth or practi-
cally, as a mother experiences it. 
... God knows evil, as an obste-
tri,:ian knows about childbirth ... 
we know evil as a matter of ex-
perience . . .. But at any rate the 
promise has been fulfilled in part 
here on earth and will be alto-
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Implicit in the devil's promise 
was the promise of freedom. . . . 
In hell the soul is free ... but free 
in the sense that diseased cells are 
ftec to multiply into a cancer ... 
free as a kite that has blown loose 
from its master's hand is free to 
bounce about in the air until at 
last it is buffeted to pieces .... 
We may presume that that free-
dom will include the freedom 
which so many people in our times 
have been demanding, freedom to 
live their own lives ... to express 
themselves as individuals unshack-
led by the demands of a Divine or 
human control. . . . T. S. Eliot 
seems to think that men will have 
a full measure of such freedom 
in hell . . . the freedom to be 
alone and to discover that they are 
never less free than when we are 
self-imprisoned. 
And certainly they will know 
God ... more fully than the great-
est living saint knows Him . . . 
more accurately than the most 
penetrating philosopher has been 
able to define Him .... You re-
member that, although even the 
Lord's disciples took a long time 
coming to the awareness of His 
divinity, the devils recognized 
Him at once .... We can be pretty 
sure that the souls in hell are not 
asking for rational proofs of the 
existence of God. . .. They know 
well enough that He exists-but 
nut for them .... And they know, 
too, that He is all the Church has 
said He is-good and gracious and 
lovg-suffering and forgiving-but 
not to them. 
I sometimes think that the 
Church must be faulted for hav-
ing allowed its people to believe 
in too cheap a hell .... The idea 
that somewhere under the earth 
or out in space there is a sort of 
cosmic jailhouse into which souls 
are suddenly hurled by an enraged 
God puts at least a part of the 
burden of blame on God Himself. 
It makes Him a kind of 
capricious Oriental despot whose 
servants must be constantly walk-
ing the razor-thin edge between a 
throne and the dungeon and com-
plerely overlooks the fact that man 
is his own jailer and his own turn-
key. 
One of my students asked the 
ot-her day whether we must neces-
S1.rily suppose that the souls in 
ht:ll know where they are .. . . I 
don't know. . . . Certainly they 
cannot be surprised .... We must 
remember that the descriptions of 
hell that we have in Scripture 
were spoken or written by saints 
to whom the very thought of life 
apart from God was utterly ab-
horrent .... There is at least the 
possibility that a thoroughly de-
praved soul, looking at the same 
kind of existence, might find even 
a certain charm in it .... I don't 
think that the possibility is very 
strong but at least it is there . .. . 
That would, of course, be the full-
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est damnation-when the soul that 
has lost everything lacks even the 
ability to know that it has lost. 
But where is hell? ... I don't 
know and I doubt that it matters 
much .... Maybe it is somewhere 
out in space .... Maybe it is deep 
in the earth .... Maybe it is right 
here in Indiana .... Perhaps some 
of us are already in it ... . Certain-
ly it is not within the cartog-
rapher's power to pinpoint its ele-
vations and depressions or to map 
its surface topography .... Wher-
ever it is, I am sure that it lies 
on the road to heaven. . . . And 
for that insight, I am indebted to 
the Apostles' Creed and to Mar-
tin Luther .... More and more 
I find myself wondering whether 
our Lord's descent into hell was 
an incident unrelated to His resur-
rection or whether it was not, per-
haps, a necessary condition of His 
resurrection ... and, to apply the 
question to our own lives, whether 
we must not, in a sense, descend 
into hell before we can rise from 
the dead. 
Perhaps one reason why we 
have so few God-possessed men in 
our time is that we have assumed 
that the Christian need have no 
experience of hell. . . . We sing 
with Luther "Dear Christians one 
and all rejoice" but we forget that 
he could write that first stanza 
only because he had been through 
the experiences which he details 
in the succeeding stanzas .... Very 
few of us have ever been con-
scious of lying "fast-bound in Sa-
tan's chains" with "death brood-
ing darkly o'er us." . . . The "well-
adjusted" person has no truck 
With devils and death and punish-
ment and all of those nasty things. 
... When he feels an introspective 
mood coming on, he plays a fast 
set of tennis and takes a good cold 
shower and everything is all right 
again . .. everything, that is, ex-
cept his soul. 
But I fear that I have let this 
letter get altogether too long . . . 
and perhaps too involved for a 
man whose system is engaged in a 
battle with the cold bugs .... Next 
month I and the rest of your read-
ers will be waiting for your Christ-
mas letter. ... Perhaps this letter 
of mine has helped to prepare the 









By A. R. CALTOFEN 
N o ONE who was looking at it from the outside would take 
this for a soup-kitchen, or to put 
it bluntly, for a kitchen supplying 
soup to the poor. It is situated in 
a smart broad avenida and, in 
spite of the trees in the avenue 
whose dull green has turned grey 
under a coating of dust from the 
street, the jolly tints of the painted 
Azulejos tiles covering the facades 
of houses up to the very roofs are 
glittering brightly. Besides, the 
serene blue sky does its best. 
Across the street there is one of 
those small parks in which Lisbon 
abounds and which, however small 
in size, nevertheless manage to 
preserve a countrified appearance 
in the midst of the town with the 
help of a few whimsical stone-
pines and almost sky-high pla-
tanes, added to which is a veri-
table paradise of blossoming ver-
benae, tinnicae, and cannae. 
Within you get the feeling of 
being in touch with a large organi-
zation. There is somebody sitting 
at the cash register, there are gi-
gantic cauldrons, and everything 
is running smoothly and without 
a hitch. You can have a soup for 
little money and one dish of meat 
or fish at choice, including wine 
and bread. 
There is nothing particularly 
inviting about the high-ceilinged 
dining room with its primitive 
wooden tables and long wooden 
backless benches. Its cosy look is 
entirely due to the folk who are 
sitting in it. There is the small 
vine-grower who personally carries 
his grapes to the market-place, the 
poor old fisherman who is wiping 
the sweat off his face with his 
long black jelly-cap, the youngster 
whose mule is braying outside and 
making clattering noises with the 
shiny oilcans on its back, the truck 
women young and old, the girl 
who sells lottery-tickets, and the 
sprightly shoeblack. Mostly there 
reigns the stillness of the greedy 
which is made more conspicuous 
by old men's trembling fingers 
knocking their spoons against tin 
bowls full of sop de paste and 
sopa de peixes or fish soup, and 
by small children's hands slapping 
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their spoons impatiently on the 
bacalhau or rice heaped upon 
their plates. 
On entering for the first time, I 
am looked upon with astonish-
ment being a foreigner. How could 
they guess that I have come to 
learn something about the Portu-
guese people? Still, it was not long 
until the old folks started offering 
me cigarettes. 
One day there was quite a hulla-
baloo. A young married woman, 
mother of a child, was sitting there 
as if something was oppressing her 
mind. She was clad in black and 
carrying her baby under her plas-
tron as mothers are wont to do in 
the country. They suckle their ba-
bies at the same time as they fall 
to heartily themselves. This wom-
an, however, hardly touched any 
food. Now and again a tear 
dropped on to her plate. "She is 
sure to have lost her husband," I 
said to myself, which was also 
what the other people were think-
ing. Suddenly she collapsed with-
out giving warning. It was only 
the baby that started to cry with 
a tiny whimper like the squeak 
of a mouse. Still, this tiny squeak 
seemed more potent to recall its 
mother to her senses than all the 
loud sympathizing voices around 
her. She was propped up against 
a wall. And as if she had no more 
force left to put her hands round 
her breast or to cover her face 
either, she remained sitting in an 
upright position and started to 
weep her heart's fill whilst her 
head kept dropping to her side. 
Everybody was running to and 
fro, talking, crying in sympathy 
with her. A kind-looking old wom-
an wi th a giant peach in her 
hand actually wanted to offer it 
to the suckler, and a young hawk-
er, whose embarrassment was 
touching to watch, even urged the 
mother to accept a play-suit and 
a canary-colored tie which the 
baby would certainly not be able 
to wear for another fifteen years. 
There were silly whispers about 
death, a foundling-hospital and an 
orphanage. Others who deemed 
themselves particularly clever were 
talking of doctor, hospital, am-
bulances. The mother merely went 
on weeping. A policeman appeared 
with a black helmet, followed by 
another one in a white helmet, 
one outvying the other in friendli-
nes~. 
Still the mother went on weep-
ing. Suddenly a big sturdy woman 
started making her way through 
the throng. Nobody had seen her 
coming and, impressed as they 
were with her bearing, no one 
thought of putting anything in 
her way. She was well-built and 
walked with that beautiful regal 
gait peculiar to so many women of 
this country who have to carry 
heavy loads on their heads from 
their earliest childhood onwards. 
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no more young, yet she could not 
be old either. Still, that trait of 
harsh determination which may 
be found already in the young 
women of this country gave her an 
appearance of a certain maturity 
transcending her age. 
She looked around, noticed the 
crying mother, listened to the 
baby's tiny squeak. Without heed-
ing anybody, she began undoing 
the long row of buttons on her 
simple chequered jacket, spread 
the big black kerchief with the 
small round carrying-pad or sogar 
(which means "mother-in-law") 
round her shoulder, bent forward 
and put the baby to her breast. 
After a short while one could hear 
the clucking noises of a baby that 
is thoroughly enjoying himself 
and has had more than his fill, 
and then there was heavenly 
peace. 
The mother smiled and 
stretched out her arms. People 
wanted to support her as she was 
still rather shaky on her legs. 
"No, I shall be alright." -"Call 
for a taxi?"-"No. Thanks. It's not 
necessary any more. Muito calor." 
With this way of speech referring 
to the terrible heat she was trying 
to hide her weakness as well as her 
embarrassment. The policeman in 
white helmet linked arms with 
her, the one in black took a note. 
. . . She would have to be looked 
after for some time. 
The wrinkles round the coun-
try-woman's mouth have softened. 
"Nada, nada ... " she is modestly 
refusing thanks. The cook pushes 
over to her an extra slice of cuttle-
fish. She gulps down a few bites 
only as she has not much time left. 
You see, her own baby is waiting 
for her at home. And outside the 
mule is tapping the cobble-stones 
with its dainty hoofs. 
A brisk challenge. It stands still. 
With the ease acquired by many 
years practice she swings herself 
astride its back, clicks her tongue, 
ami the good mule trots off, its 
pointed clever ears and thick tufty 
wil keeping time with the heavy 
boots of the country-woman which 
are bobbing up and down. 
She did not realize how good 
and beautiful she was, worthy in-
deed of being sketched in as the 
perfect embodiment of this peo-
ple's immortal mother. 
A Devotional 
The Cage 
BY FREDERICK NOHL 
WHO? Elevator jockey. 
WHAT? You know, up and down. "Fourteen, please." "Twenty!" 
"Mmmmpff." "Your life sure has its ups and downs, doesn't it?" 
(HAl Hal ha ... a ... a.) 
WHEN? Summer, late 194o's. 
WHERE? Big Building in Sandburgian "Hog Butcher, etc." "Yes, 
Sir! The musicians may have one more story, but WE'VE got 44 
more feet!" 
WHY? The prime requisites of physical existence are: 1) food; 2) 
clothing; 3) shelter. 
I 
Blessed is the man whose strength is in thee. Psalm 84:5. 
It was about 9 A.M. He entered with the others. Impeccable-shoes 
glassy, light tan summer suit, airy shirt, rainbow tie. Fortune 
underarm, Wall Street Journal undereye. Silent, absorbed-A.T. 
&T., G.M., et al.-a point here, a point there. We left HIS floor 
behind. He dispensed with Commandment II. After all, every-
body knew HIS stop! 
Lonely people. The I's, the ME's, the IT's. The world doesn't revolve 
around the sun. In their astronomy there's another focal point. Self 
love. Pride. "A man's pride shall bring him low." Walking Saharas. 
Lonely people. 
II 
For the love of money is the root of all evil: which while some 
coveted after, they have erred from the faith, and pierced themselves 





From 40 down to 5· Back up to 40. Down to 5· The harried chap 
with the tan cloth jacket peculiar to his profession, with the 
samples of harvest. From g to Noon six days per. One finger, 
a crooked finger, the thumb to index. "May wheat opened at 
2.35~." ''I'll have s,ooo bu. at 2·35Y2·" "(AP)-Heavy selling 
crashed into old crop soybean contracts today, knocking them 
down 10 cents a bushel." Bidding. Hedging. But, for goodness 
sake, please hurry! 
19 
This heart trouble that takes away 6oo,ooo each year is. interesting . 
Heard a friend tell about his milk and soup diet-ulcers. The medics 
tell us we've got to slow down. This Western Civilization is just too 
fast. The philosophers would add "after the bucks." Materialism. 
This-world-ism. Buicks. Summer homes. Showing the Joneses a thing 
or two. Yep. "But, for goodness sake, please hurry! I've just discovered 
that May oats have slipped ~I" 
III 
And the taskmasters hasted them, saying, Fulfil your works, your daily 
tasks, as when there was straw. Exodus 5:13. 
He'd appeared disgusted for the last few rides. He seemed to be 
looking for someone. He found him-the telephone repair man. 
"Look here, I want you to fix the dial on my phone as soon as 
possible. It's too slow in turning back. Can you make it now?" 
He could. 
SPEED! The "Over so Club." "Run, Rover, Run!" the kids shout. 
And Rover runs! Usually he knows where he's going. Wasn't it Co-
median Lehr who quipped, "Monkeys is the kwaziest people?" A 
telephone dial that won't spin quickly enough. Could it be a switch 
in nouns is due? 
IV 
If any would not work, neither should he eat. II Thessalonians 3:10. 
The first got on at 32. Two more at 20. The last at 6. They were 
acquainted. They knew where they were headed. 1:3o was long 
enough to work. "Too bad Eagle was scratched in the second, 
eh, Phil?" said one. "We'll have to hurry to catch the special out 
to the track," noted the other. "This is my day. I feel it in my 
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bones," vouched the third. The fourth absorbedly studied his 
form and receipts. "Main floor!" They left. 
"Pony boy, pony boy, won't you be my pony boy? ... " "They're off 
and running in the fifth!" The tout. Wire services. The Syndicate. 
"Look, officer, is this enough?" Memo to the mayor: "No evidence of 
bookmaking to be found in our city. Chief Edmunds." "Across from 
the depot. News stand. Ask for Al." If not the first, then the second, 
the third, the fourth ... then tomorrow ... next day. When's pay-
day? Why work? 
v 
I thank thee, 0 Father, Lord of heaven and earth, because thou hast 
hid these things from the wise and prudent, and hast revealed them 
unto babes. Matthew u:25. 
There were four in the group. Mom and Dad, casually but neatly 
dressed, and Sis, about four, blonde, starched yellow dress, and 
Junior, maybe three, Lone Ranger T-shirt and wash pants. Just 
visiting and seeing the sights. "Observation tower, please." "Hold 
on to my hand, now." "Oh-h-h-h, that tickles my tummy!" "Can 
we go up again, Daddy? That was fun!" 
"You are the generation that will be the next to wrestle with the 
world," the commencement speaker began. But Junior said, "That 
was fun!" When the match begins, will he repeat the phrase? Or will 
fun be lost in childhood memories? The birth-mind . is no blank sheet, 
but those smudges we add! Whosoever shall offend one of these little 
ones .... " 
AND THEN-
It was only a cage. But it had life. It was to go only up and down. 
Yet it also moved sideways. 
Humanity came and went. The old left, the young entered. 
The cage remained. 
Steel vs. Flesh. 
And God blessed them and God said unto them, Be fruitful, and 
multiply, and replenish the earth, and subdue it: and have dominion 
over the fish of the sea, and over the fowl of the air, and over every 









By FREDERICK KURTH 
(In all of the discussion of what 
must be done and how to go about 
doing it in these days of international 
crisis, it has seemed to us that one 
group has not had much of an op-
portunity to contribute its views to 
the discussion. That group is the 
draft-age group upon whom what-
ever decisions are arrived at will have 
the most immediate and the most last-
ing affects. 
We are happy, therefore, to be able 
to present the views of one of the 
members of this age group, a young 
university student who is aware of 
the critical nature of the present 
world situation and yet is sensitive to 
the doubts, fears, anxieties, and hopes 
of his own generation. As a student, 
he writes particularly of the student's 
reaction to the problem. But what he 
says might just as well be said by any 
other member of his generation. The 
prospects of leaving whatever one is 
doing and going off to military serv-
ice raise the same questions for any 
young man, whether he be on a col-
lege campus, in a factory, in an of-
fice, or on a farm. 
We think that the opinions of the 
draft-age generation are entitled to 





I N THIS year, 1950, we students, together with the peoples of the 
world, face war. At times we try 
to ignore this, or to forget it, or 
to continue wholeheartedly with 
our work despite it, but the in-
exorable fact remains: most quali-
fied observers expect war between 
the Soviet Union and the United 
States by 1953 or before. The 
question seems to be not, whether 
war will come, but when will war 
come. Or stated otherwise, when 
will Russia have enough atomic 
weapons to launch an effective and 
sustained attack against the pow-
ers of the West, or at least, have 
enough of these weapons to dis-
courage an atomic attack on its 
own people. 
So we must continue our lives 
on the assumption that war seems 
the likely course of history. Yet on 
such an assumption the life of a 
student becomes terribly difficult. 
One reason is obvious. War 
comes first to the young. Already 
many of us face induction. The 
reality of a global conflict is as 
near as the buddy in the next 
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room who reports at bootcamp in 
two weeks. 
And despite a Total War with 
its demands for service and sacri-
fice from everyone, it is still the 
youth which bears the brunt of 
fighting and which receives the 
profoundest traumata. Even in the 
event of bombings, those at home 
still have the comfort and security 
of familiar settings, of friends and 
church, and those things that are 
"kind to our mortalities." 
Furthermore, because of the op-
position of the academic to the 
military, the student is confront-
ed with a schizoid situation. His 
life is essentially incompatible 
with that of a soldier's. 
In a sense, there is no life so 
selfish as that of a student. If one 
examines him superficially, his pre-
occupation with himself is appar-
ently not matched by that of any 
other adult member of our society. 
The student is a sponge of enor-
mous proportion. His parents sub-
sidize him, the school makes stu-
dent-aid and scholarships avail-
able, his teachers give to him the 
fruit of long study and experience. 
For sixteen to twenty years, the 
student lavishes the most of his 
time and energies upon himself. 
Yet considered in the perspec-
tive of sixty or seventy years, this 
emphasis placed upon the indi-
vidual during his education is of 
the utmost value to the society. It 
is through the academic process 
that a person becomes an efficient 
and mature member of the society. 
Now consider war. War is a so-
cial factor, the product of-to use 
a modern phrase-a culture group. 
The aim of war is the preserva-
tion or enriching of a society or 
culture group. In fact, war most 
fully determines to what extent 
a particular culture unit is inte-
grated. War would make clear, for 
example, to what extent Com-
munism had absorbed Poland, or 
how fully Poland's culture had in-
tegrated itself with the Russian. 
Thus through war one could ac-
curately determine the extent of 
the Communist culture. 
War represents the collective ef-
fort and strength of a culture unit. 
It feeds upon homogeneity and 
solidarity, hence it destroys indi-
viduality. The individual must fit 
himself into the pattern of war; 
he exists only to help in the 
preservation of the society. He 
loses his identity in order that he 
may keep intact the identity of 
his culture group. 
The incongruity between the 
academic and the military grad-
ually become painfully apparent. 
The prospect of war in this age 
presents two other factors which 
add tremendously to the difficulty 
not only of the student but of each 
and every individual. The first is 
the inevitable despair and hope-
lessness of facing so soon another 
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than a generation. When one con-
siders that there were approxi-
mately fifty-five years from the fall 
of Napoleon to the Franco-Prus-
sian War, forty-one years from the 
Treaty of 1873 to World War I, 
twenty-one years from the Armi-
stice to theN azi Blitzkrieg through 
Poland, and five years from V-J 
Day until the "police action" in 
Korea, one feels that time is run-
ning out and that the world is 
flinging itself from despair to de-
spair. 
The second factor, unique to 
the twentieth century, concerns 
nuclear weapons. Dr. Hans Bethe, 
one of the foremost physicists of 
the world, stated last year that it 
is possible to make and scatter 
sufficient radioactive substances 
across the earth to obliterate all 
human life. Whether or not sci-
ence actually does possess such 
power of destruction, it still is suf-
ficiently apparent that another 
war could, speaking after the man-
ner of men, terminate our civili-
zation. 
This is essentially the source of 
the despair of our time. Once our 
civilization, our culture, has lost 
its continuity, then our future, like 
the temple of Gaza, collapses about 
us and we are left with our own 
little lives, detached and quite 
alone. We students, who form a 
vital link in the continuous pro-
cess of civilization, who receive the 
culture from the past, contribute 
to it and remit it again to the 
future, may find ourselves dang-
ling at the end of a broken chain. 
Those of us who are preparing 
to teach realize with weary resig-
nation that the society to which 
we are to transfer the culture we 
are now receiving may only have 
time to master the lessons of war. 
We who are preparing for medi-
cine feel the hopelessness of heal-
ing the world's wounds, wounds 
which are essentially beyond the 
medicinal arts. We who are pre-
paring for law are profoundly dis-
turbed by the irrelevance of our 
codes and legal systems in the 
present world-wide convulsion of 
lawlessness. We find it most dif-
ficult to discover the relevancy of 
organic chemistry, of the poetry 
of Milton, of the nature and scope 
of Equity, of the intricacies of ac-
counting. For why should we con-
tinue these academic struggles? 
War cuts through the foundations 
of culture and learning reducing 
each person to the irreducible 
minimum of biological life and 
the mere preserving of that life. 
The developing and enriching of 
one's life becomes meaningless 
when one is engaged full time in 
preserving that life ... or a way 
of life! 
At this writing, war has not yet 
come; there is the possibility that 
it won't. Yet like the approach of 
a storm, a war rumbles its warn-
ing, and though lost in a wilder-
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ness, one should at least try to find 
shelter long before the first rain 
falls. 
In other words, we have to at 
this time set our house in order. 
We have to explicitly make clear 
to ourselves what it is that we 
believe, what it is for which we 
live, what makes our own individ-
ual life worthwhile. 
There is no sense fooling our-
selves. If we believe that the high-
est destiny of man lies in the per-
fecting of the ideal political state, 
and his fullest expression in the 
cultural achievements of his civili-
zation, then the despair and quiet 
desperation so characteristic of 
these days is the only possible fruit 
of our philosophy. For the states 
have pushed to the very brink the 
cultures of which they are the 
products, and nationally speaking, 
the culture which was to emanci-
pate our society through educa-
tion or prohibition or psycho-
analysis or higher standards of liv-
ing has only succeeded in pro-
ducing a Willie Loman, who never 
knew who he really was. 
We're not interested in the po-
litical or social implications at this 
point. But we are concerned with 
the fact (because we can't escape 
it) that as individuals living 
through these days, we find it 
most difficult to determine values 
and to synthesize a dynamic phi-
losophy from the despair and fear 
of our time. 
Of two things we are sure. The 
first is that we as individuals can-
not escape the fact of our own ex-
istence. Twenty-four hours a day 
we have ourselves on our hands. 
Yet at the same time, we are 
wholly enmeshed in the external 
world, in the society, from which, 
in a sense, we are distinct. The 
relation of our "existence" to this 
society is clear regarding the es-
sential issue of our day. We stand 
fully behind our government in 
its task of containing Commun-
ism. We stand ready to shoulder 
the weapons of war and to expend 
ourselves unto the utmost in order 
to keep the freedom and privi-
leges secured to us under our cul-
ture. The obligation and duty are 
quite apparent. 
The second thing of which we 
are sure is that despite the de-
mands of our society, we must 
retain our individual sovereignty. 
We must keep our identity intact. 
And this is most difficult. 
We are once more entering the 
military phase of the profound 
revolution of this generation and 
the two or three generations past. 
Under the conditions resulting 
from this, the familiar props and 
stays which anchor our lives break 
under the pressure and demands 
of our culture. Our island exist-
ence is swept into a vast sea; we 
become part, an indistinguishable 
part, of the crescent world tide 
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Yet the imperative for keeping 
our individuality is more urgent 
than most other periods of history . 
For the culture we know is under-
going and has undergone a pro-
found modification-a shift in em-
phasis from personal achievement 
to standardization and uniformity, 
from the closely-knit family unit 
to the filling-station role of the 
modern home, from the so-called 
system of free enterprise to the 
so-called watered-down socialism. 
Hence we must stand in judgment 
of our society. We cannot attach 
ourselves to it and let it take us 
whither it will. We are not living 
in a static continuum. Society's 
destiny should be in the hands of 
we who comprise it. Yet in these 
times of great crises, it somehow 
gets too big to handle and we are 
crushed by it. Furthermore, in the 
event of a long and exhausting 
atomic conflict, our culture, if not 
in danger of complete dissolution, 
is at least guaranteed a prolonged 
gap in its continuity. 
One consequence would be for 
us to despair, which means essen-
tially to negate. If a man despairs 
in life, the ultimate end of his 
despair is suicide. If we despair 
today, it means to negate our in-
dividuality and to lose ourselves 
in our ubiquitous society, hoping 
that somehow everything will turn 
out all right eventually. 
But there is another course. 
Man does not only seek to de-
termine his relationship to his im-
mediate world, but singular and 
peculiar creature that he is, he 
has a fundamental need for align-
ing himself with the entire uni-
verse. Hence he seeks to find the 
Power or powers that operate 
through and beyond the vast do-
main of Nature. With an impell-
ing urgency, man attempts to find 
his place in the infinities which 
engulf him, not as the result of 
mere curiosity but of feeling a 
responsibility. 
"The awful shadow of some un-
seen Power" falls forever across a 
man's life and actions. And if he 
but examine himself, he knows 
that he must turn about and stand 
face to face with this Power before 
he can begin to understand the 
mystery of his own existence and 
the source of his fears. This turn-
ing about is the ultimate crisis in 
the existence of the human indi-
vidual. 
By our very nature, we are God-
conscious creatures, unique among 
created things in this conscious-
ness of a Power infinitely higher 
than ourselves, regardless of what 
we may choose to call this Power. 
Our ultimate destiny does not lie 
with the culture we help mold 
and perpetuate, but with our God-
relatedness. 
The horrible condition of being 
an individual 1s that when it 
comes to this matter of God each 
of us stands severely alone. A so-
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ciety as such is not God-related. 
There is no salvation for nations 
or societies, but only for the in-
dividuals which comprise these. 
And this is also the glorious con-
dition of being an individual. 
Which brings us, by a turn, to 
Christianity and the historical fact 
of the Cross. It doesn't concern us 
here what a particular individual's 
relationship is to the Man of the 
Cross. What interests us is the fact 
that each person must stand be-
neath the Cross and make his own 
decision regarding it. It is this 
inexorable summoning every in-
dividual receives, at some time or 
other, to appear before Calvary 
that is the supreme affirmation of 
the individual man. It is the ulti-
mate expression of the individual, 
and it is the only course for the 
ultimate fulfillment and salvation 
of the human being. 
Let it be made very clear that 
this fulfillment in God does not 
result in a negation of society or 
our culture. Rather it gives new 
perspective and a dynamic philos· 
ophy of life whose keynote is love 
and whose expression is service. 
It is the highest attainment for 
the individual, and it at the same 
time most clearly defines the per· 
son's obligation to his society and 
his relationship to it. 
The Cross is the only hope for 














RAINS OF PARADISE 
~ It was the rains that made 
• Paradise what it was. Two or 
three good showers a day and a 
good hundred inches a year. No 
doubt the soil had something to 
do with it, and the primordial 
sun-light, but without the rains 
drenching the land not only in a 
"rainy season" but throughout the 
year there could have been no 
Garden like Paradise. 
All the cereals that we eat, and 
the meager fruit that come to our 
table, are but a poor substitute for 
the fare provided for our first par-
ents. What we have now is the 
product of twenty-three or twenty-
five inches of rain a year. In the 
Great Smokies it is a hundred 
inches a year on the west slopes, 
and not less than So inches any-
where in the Park. As a result all 
the half million acres that make 
np the Tennessee-North Carolina 
t<p-lift we call the Smokies is cov-
ered with trees, shrubs and herb-
age, and is no doubt one of the 
closest approaches on earth to 
what Paradise was of old. There 
are-if we may trust travellers' 
tales-spots on Hawaii and in 
Central America, and in Burma 
and on Java and New Guinea that 
possess such variety of plant life, 
and present such lovely views to 
the eye, but it is all country fa-
vored with a hundred and more 
inches of rain a year. The most 
beautiful butterflies and all the 
so-called "Birds of Paradise" are 
found in such areas, as well as all 
the orchids, and since they all 
share the blessing of ample rain-
fall I think we have a right to say 
that it was this that made Para-
dise. The marvellous quetzal bird 
lives in Central American high-
lands, where it rains all the time. 
You cannot just drive through 
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the Great Smokies some afternoon 
and think that you have made a 
test of what I am saying. You will 
see beautiful scenery, and the road 
over Newfound Gap, where you 
cross the main ridge, is one of the 
most marvellous drives in Amer-
ica; but you haven't seen the 
Hand of God at work in the Smok-
ies. It takes long walks, and unless 
you are strong of shank and lung, 
you won't make it on foot at all, 
you will travel horse-back, miles 
of trails, hour after hour, and you 
will repeat days on end, and then 
you will begin to understand what 
this earth can be like when God 
gives enough rain-fall and then 
diffuses His sun-light so that the 
miracles underneath this canopy 
of green can come into being. You 
will learn it no other way. 
IN QUEST OF TWILIGHT 
~ If you have settled down in 
~ some spot like Buckhorn Inn, 
where they have no phonographs 
and permit no radios some eight 
miles out into the foot-hills from 
Gatlinburg-which is the gate to 
the Smokies-and have rested a 
few days just gazing on the moun-
tain scenery, hidden from view by 
showers three or four times a day, 
then again standing forth against 
the blue Southern sky, you are 
ready for a hike. This involves 
some ceremony. It means a drive 
to Gatlinburg, then the hiring of 
horses, which you meet half-way 
up the slopes at the end of the 
auto-road in Cherokee Orchard. 
You park your car and mount 
your horse, and you are headed 
for the trails. There are not many 
of these and the horses know them 
all, and they start upward at a 
leisurely gait. 
As you enter the forest glades 
you become aware soon of two 
changes that have taken place in 
your environment. For one thing, 
you enter into a world of twilight 
in which the air is tempered to 
a delicious coolness no matter 
what the state of the weather. 
Often there is a slight drizzle, as 
you walk through a cloud. Next, 
as you get into the higher alti-
tudes you become aware of a ces-
sation of all sounds, the song of 
insects ceases first, then the call 
of birds, and there is utter silence. 
Now, this silence of the higher 
slopes of the mountains is a mem-
orable experience, and it grows on 
you as you make your way up-
ward through the forest aisles. 
Your eyes become observant and 
you begin to notice some strange 
things. 
For one thing, there is no longer 
any surface that is not covered 
with some green growth. Except 
for the path on which you travel, 
ycu see no earth, you see only 
plant-life. And it covers every inch 
> 
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o[ ground as far as you can see. 
There are, of course, the forest 
tn:e~. Then there are many bushes 
and small shrubs. But underneath 
it all there is an unbroken ex-
panse of plants, mostly green but 
studded, as you observe when you 
kneel down, with thousands and 
millions of flowers. 
Next you begin to see things 
which you never knew existed. 
You have heard of fungi-low 
forms of plant-life of the mush-
rnom family, or molds and mil-
dews. There are 2,ooo species of 
fungi in the Park. This does not 
mean much until you remember 
that you do not know more than 
three or four kinds of toadstools 
or mildews. Here you see two 
thousand species if you have the 
eyes of a trained botanist. Not be-
ing a botanist, however, you just 
see an unlimited expanse of mys-
terious green plant-life covering 
every stone and fallen branch, so 
that there is nothing visible either 
of the ground or of any dead 
wood. 
Where the fungi cannot grow, 
G0d has made provision for a new 
display of beauty by giving room 
aud nourishment to mosses of 
such boundless variety that no 
botanist claims to know the names 
of more than a score or two of 
them without consulting his guide-
book, and there are many that are 
not registered in any book. They 
have cataloged 220 different spe-
cies of mosses. They cover every 
fa.llen tree and usually to the 
thickness of two inches. Look at 
them carefully and you will see 
that each such moss-bank is a for-
est m miniature, with its own 
blossoms and fruit pods. They are 
too beautiful to be destroyed by 
being stepped upon. You raise 
your eyes a little and what do 
you see? Great expanses of ferns 
stretching away in all directions, 
there are 33 species of these, and 
as they wave in the twilight of 
the Smokies you will say that you 
are in an enchanted land. If Para-
dise had anything like this, we 
can understand that God would 
walk in the Garden during the 
coo) of the evening (Gen. 3:8). 
GOD'S PAINT POTS 
t I have never heard of any-one getting enthusiastic about t e mosses and ferns of Great 
Smokies National Park. What 
pr.ople admire most are the colors 
w1th which the Park bedecks itself 
at various seasons of the year. 
There are fifteen-hundred species 
of flowers that blossom before the 
beginning of summer. Then there 
are flowering shrubs that have 
made this region famous for its 
display of color during spring and 
early summer. I refer to the flame 
azaleas, the mountain laurel, and 
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the rhododendron which cover 
entire mountain sides, and which 
display an array of color startling 
enough to cause annual pilgrim-
e~ges of thousands of nature lovers 
into these areas. Besides these how-
ever there are thousands of flow-
ering shrubs and bushes, and the 
strange thing is that almost any 
of these plants may be expected 
to blossom at any time of the year. 
The orange-red wild tiger lily will 
blossom out with a sudden effort 
two and three months beyond its 
period of flowering, and the dog-
wood will open its buds in No-
vember here and there. Spring 
flowers will blossom during the 
early winter months given a little 
favorable sunlight, or shelter from 
the cold winds, or whatever the 
alchemy may be that fosters their 
bourgeoning when they should 
have retired to mother earth for 
the winter's slumber. 
The other great outburst of col-
or is the Fall. Trees begin to 
change in September, then the col-
or scheme increases every week in 
splendor, and when I saw the val-
ley of the Little River and the 
Nantahala Gorge one day late in 
October, the Fall-coloring was such 
as might well cause one to ask 
what Adam and Eve thought when 
they first saw this miracle. The 
Berkshires are wonderful in their 
Fall display and some Missouri 
oaks color up beautifully, but you 
should see the Smokies and for 
that matter the Blue Ridge m 
their Fall demonstration of what 
the Creator has in His Paint Pot. 
REMNANTS FROM ANOTHER 
WORLD 
~ It is a very difficult thing to 
W give the ordinary, unbotani-
cal reader a conception of the size 
of trees, generally. For instance, 
mentioning the fact that an oak-
tiFt in a certain farm in Michi-
gan measures six feet through 
lea.ves most people with a disinter-
ested attitude of "Well, so what?" 
Ar,d so telling about some of the 
tree wonders in the Great Smokies 
to most of us might, without due 
warning, such as this, come as an 
anticlimax. Most of us will hardly 
feel much startled when told that 
there are trees in certain areas of 
the Park (unfortunately, far from 
the foot-paths) which measure two 
hundred feet in height. The first 
branches begin at the 100 foot 
mark. But most of our folks know 
what a cherry tree looks like and 
will look with a little respect upon 
the statement here made that this 
writer has seen a cherry tree near 
the Greenbrier Pinnacle five feet 
in diameter. (This means through, 
brother, not around.) I have seen 
hemlocks, maples, chestnuts, tulip 
poplars, and beeches eight and 
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Ramsey Cascades. A stand of these 
ttees will give you a far view, 
since their first branches are so 
high, yet overcast with dusk at 
midday. Prof. 0. M. Schantz of 
Chicago U ni versi ty records a 
fallen chestnut 14 feet through, 
used as a stable for cattle. 
There are in the Great Smokies 
L'!5 species of trees. All Europe 
has only 85. 
Bushes grow to the size of big 
trees. A grape-vine five inches 
through you would call a pretty 
hefty grape-vine. There are those 
in the Smokies that measure twen-
ty inches through. A holly as we 
kuow it is a humble little shrub; 
it grows to two feet in diameter 
em the West slopes of Mt. Le 
C<:nte. Laurel grows to a thick-
ness of a foot and a half. 
Last summer I heard one man's 
estimate of the greatest plant-won· 
dcr of all-a hundred foot spruce, 
which is of the "Christmas tree" 
species, covered with glittering 
hoar frost from root to crown. 
By latest count there are 114 
medicinal herbs (plants used in 
the preparation of drugs) in the 
Park. 
And thirty-six kinds of warblers 
ha·ve been counted in two hours' 
time among the birds in the front 
yard of Mountain View Inn, in 
Gatlinburg. 
SEEN AFAR OFF 
~ One must spend two weeks, 
• as I have done the past sum-
mer, just viewing the Smokies afar 
off from a comfortable chair on a 
hotel veranda. No hiking, no 
horseback riding, just resting. And 
watching the panorama of the 
mountains. After all, they are re-
spectable peaks, all more than 
6,500 feet above sea level, and of 
thi!> elevation 4,500 feet are ex-
posed to view, as much as you 
generally see in the Rockies with 
their high base structure. Then 
you dream a morning away just 
watching the cloud formations 
over Le Conte. 
The guidebooks refer to the 
"blue mist" which rises over the 
peaks and "from which the moun-
tains get their name." This is non-
sense. There is a "blue mist" cover-
ing the Blue Ridge, when seen at 
a great distance, but there is noth-
ing like this in the Southern Ap-
palachians. Now, what happens? 
After a rain, long spirals of white 
mist coil up from the hollows, 
form tender wisps and, weaving 
their strands together, resemble 
nothing so much as smoke from a 
camp fire in the woods-it is these 
rising columns of steam that are 
unique to this region and that 
have given these ranges their name 
in the language of the first settlers. 
AND MUSIC MAKERS 
Bach Comes to the U.S.A. 
(CONTINUED) 
BY WALTER A HANSEN 
t, Johann Sebastian is all ears 
-· as Toscanini conducts the pre-
lude to Wagner's comic opera 
called Die Meistersinger von 
Nilrnberg. During his visit to our 
land he has heard and read much 
about the man who brought this 
work into being. The fact that 
·wagner was born b Leipzig, 
where he himself was employed 
for twenty-seven years, makes the 
master doubly curious. 
Bach has an open mind. He has 
found out that there is still some 
anti-Wagner sentiment in the 
Urited States, and he has been 
told that in our country many re-
vere the composer of Die Meister-
singer von Niirnberg as one of the 
greatest masters of all time. But 
Bach, the astute music critic, is 
not a man to be swayed either by 
prejudice or by praise. He per-
mits no one to think for him. 
Bach is startled as he gives ear 
to the prelude. Wagner's consum-
mate command of the resources 
of the orchestra literally bowls 
him over. The great man is 
amazed by the richness of the 
scc.re. "Wagner," he thinks to him-
self, "was a past master of the art 
of putting many hues into the or-
cbt:stral fabrics he wove. I myself 
strove to do something like this 
wl1en I was alive. But I was ham-
pered. I had to make use of the 
instrumental resources that were 
avc:ilable to me. I was a child of 
the times in which I lived and 
worked even though more than 
one able writer on music has done 
me the honor to say that my works 
foreshadowed the future. 
"I can see that Wagner was an 
intrepid pioneer. He had courage. 
He had vision. He had an un-
quenchable desire to tread new 
paths. 
"Yes, I have learned that the 
tmntieth century regards me as 
the greatest of the great among 
the masters of contrapuntal writ-
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by no means a novice in this field. 
I am filled with amazement and 
with awe as I note the wonder-
fully deft and tremendously effec-
tive interweaving of themes and 
bits of themes in the prelude to 
Die Meistersinger von Nurnb erg. 
Will anyone consider it vanity on 
my part if I say that I am pleased 
th1 ough and through to hear and 
read that Wagner paid glowing 
tributes to my own accomplish· 
mcnts and declared in all sincerity 
that he learned much from me? I 
think not." 
The prelude to Die Meister-
sznger von Nurnberg whets Jo-
hann Sebastian's appetite for other 
music from the pen of the stalwart 
Richard. For this reason he di-
rects his steps in all eagerness to 
the opera house to hear the monu-
mental tetralogy called Der Ring 
des N ibelungen. He feasts his ears 
on Das Rheingold, Die Walkure, 
Stegfried, and Die Gotterdammer-
ung. 
"Aha!" exclaims Bach as he is 
omied away by the music. "I see 
more clearly now that Wagner and 
I have more in common than facil-
ity in the writing of counterpoint! 
W!>at a wonderful thing Wagner's 
e!aborate yet clear-cut system of 
motifs turns out to be! It is a 
natural and graphic development 
of the symbolism which I often 
used when I composed! 
"Some half-baked musicians and 
writers on music have declared 
without batting an eye that I in-
vented symbolism. They should 
study the tonal art with more 
astuteness, broadness, and circum-
spection. I am not the father of 
symbolism in music. Symbolism is 
a3 old as the hills. Shall I say that 
pictorial, descriptive, or symbolic 
writing is one of the natural in-
gredients of music? Yes, I shall say 
just that. 
"It was completely natural for 
me to resort here and there to 
symbolism when I composed. May-
be I should have compiled a dic-
tionary of the symbols I employed 
in my music. Such a book would 
settle the heated arguments that 
are going on in the twentieth cen-
tury about what I intended to de-
pict, to describe, to suggest, to em-
phasize, or to symbolize by means 
of this or that tonal figure. 
"Wagner was wiser than I. One 
learns after the event. Wagner left 
what amounts to a catalog of his 
mctifs. When we listen to the 
Ring and to other masterpieces 
f.rom his miracle-working pen, we 
know when and how he directs 
our attention to love, to the 
Rhine, to Siegfried, to a sword, 
to fire, to slumber, to a curse, to 
the gold, to Valhalla, and to nu-
merous other persons, things, and 
emotions. Had I been perspica-
cious enough to bequeath to the 
world a dictionary of my tonal 
language, I could have forestalled 
a huge amount of guessing and 
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theorizing. Nevertheless, I am glad 
to discover that my music gives 
rise to so many debates. Art 
thrives on debates." 
A Busy Man 
' Bach is a busy man as I see 
; · him in my dream. He is all 
agog. He goes from concert to 
concert. No one could be more 
inyuisitive than he about the state 
of music in the twentieth century. 
The master is thrilled when he 
listens to the great orchestras of 
our land. He is fascinated no end 
hy the art of conducting as it has 
been practiced since the days of a 
man named Felix Mendelssohn-
B<trtholdy. He is quick to see, of 
course, that there are conductors 
wh<; cannot resist the temptation 
to become exhibitionists-conduc-
tors who like to direct attention to 
themselves rather than to the mu-
sic with which they deal when 
they mount the podium. 
Bach detests anything that 
smacks either faintly or strongly 
of charlatanism. "Music," he de-
cl?.res, "requires honesty and sin-
cerity-wholehearted honesty and 
wholehearted sincerity. Naturally, 
it has always had its exhibition-
ists. Fortunately, however, it has 
in itself the sturdiness to triumph 
over such men and women and to 
survive them." 
For a few moments I am in a 
cdd sweat as I dream my dream 
and see my vision. I find myself 
thinking about an outgrowth 
named jazz. My mind turns to 
swing, to boogie--woogie, to bebop. 
Shall I grit my teeth and ask the 
venerable Johann Sebastian if he 
has heard any jazz, any swing, any 
boogie-woogie, any bebop? Will 
he crush me to earth if I have the 
temerity to fling such a question 
a[ him? Will he freeze me with a 
fC'rocious look and tell me to mind 
my pots and pans? Will he stalk 
away in high dudgeon? 
I must take the risk. I cannot 
nsist. 
"Master," I say as the blood 
runs cold in my veins, "by many 
oi my friends and by every man 
Jack among my enemies it has 
been dinned into my wicked ears 
that you will jump down my 
throat if my natural inquisitive-
ness gets the better of me for a 
moment or two and impels me 
to ask you in all seriousness, 
'Have you heard any jazz, any 
swing, any boogie-woogie, any be-
bop? And, great master, if per-
chance you have given ear to any 
jazz, any swing, any boogie-woogie, 
or any bebop during your sojourn 
in our land, what do you think 
of these types of musical expres-
sion?' " 
I am pale. I am trembling. My 
blood runs colder and colder. 
But my fears are groundless. 
The mighty master looks at me in 
all friendliness. A smile comes to 
his lips. "You look scared," he says. 
• 
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'Have no fear. I'm glad to answer 
your questions." 
"Yes," Bach continues, "I've 
heard some jazz, some swing, some 
boogie-woogie, and some bebop. 
:Most of it was garbage-garbage 
that reeked to high heaven. It was 
assembly-line music. Perhaps I 
should call it sausage-machine mu-
SIC. 
"As a matter of fact, I was 
watching a sausage machine the 
other day. It poured out sausages 
by the thousands. Why? Because 
there's a demand for those sau-
sages. That demand is literally in-
satiable. 
"In like manner, there is in 
your land an insatiable demand 
for the types of music you and 
your fellow-citizens designate as 
jazz, as swing, as boogie-woogie, 
as bebop, or what have you. Con-
sequently, some departments of 
what I shall call the music indus-
try produce those types of music 
in huge quantities. I wish, how-
ever, that all their output were as 
good as the delicious sausages 
which came pouring out of the 
sausage machine I saw the other 
day. 
"If anyone thinks that no worth-
less, tawdry, or vulgar music was 
ever brought into being in my day 
or before my day, let him disabuse 
hirr"self at once of that ridiculous 
notion. Garbage, you know, is as 
old as the hills. But one must be-
ware of thinking that what your 
countrymen have come to call 
'popular music' is, of necessity, 
garbage in every instance. There 
is no reason whatever why there 
can't be good jazz, good swing, 
good boogie woogie, and good be-
bop. One must listen before one 
judges. One must think before one 
speaks. One must look carefully 
before one leaps headlong into 
comprehensive conclusions. After 
all, jazz, swing, boogie-woogie, be-
bop arid similar types of what you 
in the United States designate as 
'popular music' are examples and, 
shall I say, outcroppings of folk 
music. And he who makes bold to 
spew out an all-embracing con-
demnation of folk music is a rash 
person indeed. 
"I was curious about folk mu-
sic when I was alive. I studied it 
with a great deal of interest. I 
liked much of it. Some of it, of 
course, I abhorred. I used folk 
music in a number of mv work. I 
mean folk music which you who 
live in the United States would 
classify as 'popular music.' Think 
of my Peasant Cantata. Think of 
my Goldberg Variations. If jazz, 
swing, boogie-woogie, or bebop 
had been invented during my life-
time, I'm sure I would have paid 
keen attention. Maybe some of it 
would have found its way into my 
music. You have not forgotten, 
have you, that I often used the 
dance forms that were popular in 
my day? 
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"And now I shall tell vou some-
thing which is likely to take you 
aback. Have you ever stopped to 
think that your boogie-woogie was 
evolved from a type of composi-
tior. which was popular in my 
time and which I myself employed 
in what the world of the twen-
tieth century is kind enough to 
call one of my greatest works m 
the instrumental field?" 
"I'm all ears, Mr. Bach," I say 
as my blood stops freezing. "But 
will you go with me to a jam ses-
sion before you tell your story?" 
"Lead the way," says Mr. Bach. 
[TO BE CONTINUED) 
RECENT RECORDINGS 
CESAR FRANCK. Symphony in D Minor. 
The San Francisco Symphony Or-
chestra under Pierre Monteux.-A 
splendid new recording of a stir-
ring and ever popular work. RCA 
Victor WDM-1382. 
ALExANDER BoRODIN. Dances of the 
Polovetski Maidens, from Prince 
Igor. Leopold Stokowski and his 
Symphony Orchestra with a wom-
en's chorus. -Glowing orchestral 
tone. Tenderness and savagery are 
intermingled in these spine-tingling 
dances. RCA Victor WDM-1386. 
WoLFGANG AMADEUS MozART. Adagio 
in E ( K. 261) and Rondo in C 
( K. 3 7 3 ). Nathan Milstein, violin-
ist, and the RCA Victor Orchestra 
under Vladimir Golschmann.-The 
clear-cut readings reflect the clarity 
and the elegance of this wonderful 
music. RCA Victor WDM-1393. 
THE HEART OF THE BALLET. Selec-
tions from Giselle, by Adolphe 
Adam; Le Spectre de la Rose, based 
on Carl Maria von Weber's In-
vitation to the Dance; Les Syl-
phides, based on music by Chopin; 
Sylvia, by Leo Delibes; Swan Lake, 
by Tchaikovsky; the Nutcracker 
Ballet, by Tchaikovsky.-Here, too, 
Stokowski shows that he is a past 
master of the art of producing 
glowing orchestral tone. Ballet-
omanes and many others will wel-
come this set of discs. RCA Victor 
WDM-1394. 
CLAUDE AcHILLE DEBUSSY. En Blanc 
et Noir (In Black and White). Jose 
and Amparo lturbi, duo-pianists. 
-This fine music is seldom heard. 
The lturbis give a vivid perform-
ance. RCA Victor WDM-1413. 
JoHANNES BRAHMS. Symphony No. 4, 
in E Minor, Op. g8. The Boston 
Symphony Orchestra under Charles 
Miinch.-A great masterpiece cap-
ably performed under a master-
conductor. RCA Victor WDM-
1399· 4 
GIUSEPPE VERDI. Highlights from 
Rigoletto. Jan Peerce, tenor; Leo-
nard Warren, baritone; ltalo Tajo, 
bass; Erna Berger, soprano; Nan 
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Merriman, mezzo-soprano; Robert 
Shaw, conducting the Robert Shaw 
Chorale, and the RCA Victor Or-
chestra under Renato CellinL-
Superb recording. The six discs 
contain much of the ever popular 
music of Verdi's fine opera. RCA 
Victor WDM-1414. 
GEORGE GERSHWIN. Rhapsody in Blue. 
Jose and Amparo Iturbi, duo-
pianists, with Jose Iturbi conduct-
ing the RCA Victor Symphony Or-
chestra.-An excellent performance 
of an amplified version of Gersh-
win's noteworthy contribution to 
American music. RCA Victor 
WDM-1366. 
LovE SoNGS. James Carroll Bartlett's 
A Dream,· Henry Ernest Geehl's 
For You Alone; Carrie Jacobs 
Bond's I Love You truly; Edvard 
Hagerup Grieg's I Love Thee; 
Amy Woodforde-Finden's Kashmiri 
Song; Lao Silesu's A Little Love, 
a Little Kiss. Jan Peerce, tenor, 
with an orchestra under Warner 
Bass.-It is safe to predict that this 
album will prove to be a best 
seller. RCA Victor WDM-1398. 
VICTOR HERBERT FAVORITES. Toyland 
and I Can't Do the Sum, from 
Babes in Toyland; Because You're 
You and Moonbeams, from The 
R ed Mill; 'Neath the Southern 
Moon and I'm Falling in Love 
W ith Someone, from Naughty 
Marietta; Gypsy Love Song, from 
The Fortune Teller,· Rose of the 
World, from The Rose of Algeria. 
Rise Stevens, mezzo-soprano, with 
the RCA Victor Orchestra and 
Chorus under Frank Black.-This 
album, too, will no doubt become 
a best seller. With it Rise Stevms 
makes her debut on RCA Victor 
discs. RCA Victor WDM-1396. 
MAURICE RAVEL. La Valse. The Bos-
ton Symphony Orchestra under 
Charles Miinch.-An exciting read-
ing of an exciting work from the 
pen of a great master of orchestral 
magic. RCA Victor 49-1213. 
LEROY ANDERSON. The Christmas Fes-
tival. The Boston "Pops" Orches-
tra under Arthur Fiedler.-A skill-
fully arranged medley of sacred 
and secular Christmas songs. RCA 
Victor 49-1341. 
THE ToAsT OF NEw ORLEANS. Oper-
atic arias and duets as sung in this 
recently released film by Maria 
Lanza, tenor, and Elaine Malbin, 
soprano, with the RCA Victor Or-
chestra under Constantine Callini-
cos. Love Duet, from the first act 
of Puccini's Madame Butterfly,· 
Brindisi, from Verdi's La Traviata; 
0 Paradiso! from Meyerbeer's 
L'Africana,· Flower Song, from 
Bizet's Carmen; M'appari, from 
Flotow's Marta. Mr. Lanza, who 
has a magnificent voice but is 
somewhat addicted to Schmalz, is 
easier on the ears than Miss Mal-
bin. At any rate, Miss Malbin's 
singing is far from spine-tingling. 
RCA Victor WDM-1395. 




Edited by Maynard Mack. Set of 
seven volumes, boxed, $10.50. In-
dividual volumes $1.65. New York. 
Prentice Hall. 1950. 
T HE purpose of this set is to pre-sent "a proportioned collection, 
of writings in English, from Chaucer 
to the present, which are primarily 
valuable as literary works of art." 
It is not, therefore, an all-inclusive 
set of English masterpieces as the 
title might seem to imply. 
The seven volumes in the set are 
The Age of Chaucer, Elizabethan 
Drama, Renaissance Poetry, Milton, 
The Augustans, Romantic and Vic-
torian Poetry, and Modern Poetry. 
The general editor is Professor May-
nard Mack of Yale, who is assisted 
by Professor Leonard Dean of the 
University of Connecticut and Pro-
fessor William Frost of Wesleyan 
University. 
Each volume begins with in intro-
duction to the period it covers. These 
introductions are uniformly good and 
will be especially valuable to the 
reader who has an appreciation of 
literature but not too much back-
ground in literary trends or the 
forms of writing. 
The "truly great and inspirational 
works" that have been chosen for 
inclusion in the volumes come as 
close as we imagine anyone could 
come to giving a fair cross-section of 
the best in English literature. It was ,.. '" 
a particularly happy decision of the 
editors to avoid the unhappy chop-
ping up and excerpting of works 
that spoils so many anthologies. 
Where it was impossible (as in the 
case of Shakespeare) to cover all of 
the great works of an author, repre- ~ 
sentative samples of his work are 
given in full and in the comparative-
ly few instances where excerpting 
seemed necessary the job was done 
with a careful eye to perserving, as 
far as possible, the character and 
uniqueness of the work. 
As is true of all anthologies, one 
might quibble about the choice of 
the works that have been included. 
Obviously no seven-volume set, es-
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pecially one published to retail for 
$10.50, could be expected to com-
prehend all that is great in English 
writing. This much can be said of 
the present set, though, that it in-
cludes nothing that is trivial or lack-
ing in the quality of imaginativeness 
which was the criterion of choice. 
Such criticism as the set will raise 
will concern omissions and those 
can, of course, be excused by the 
limitations of available space. 
The readers' aids, presented in the 
form of foot-notes, are especially 
well-done- inclusive enough to en-
hance the reader's understanding of 
what he is reading but not so ex-
haustive as to get in the way of the 
reading. And they are placed where 
they properly belong, at the bottom 
of the page, not at the back of the 
book where one has constantly to 
fan himself to use them. 
Both the content of the books and 
their beautiful matched bindings 
would make them ideal Christmas 
presents-and at a price lower than 
we would have thought possible. 




Translated by Henry Alexander. 
Princeton University Press. 1950. 
205 pages. $3.50. 
T HE seven little comedies of Lud-vig Holberg, translated by Henry 
Alexander, animate for the reader 
a carefully woven tapestry of 
eighteenth century Danish life. Here 
we meet such people as the talkative 
barber (a universally popular literary 
figure of the day), the clever servant, 
the naive farmer, the shrewish house-
wife, the suave swindler, the pedant, 
the crafty shopkeepers, and the brag-
gart soldier. Though they are all 
familiar type characters, the play-
wright succeeds in making them in-
teresting personalities who serve him 
in satirizing the society of his day-
its credulity, its cupidity, its customs, 
its manners, its provincial character. 
Professor Alexander, in preparing 
the volume, chose plays that repre-
sent different types of comedy. In 
"The Talkative Barber" we find an 
excellent character play that, in spite 
of the easily recognized type, shows 
much originality in delineation. "The 
Arabian Powder" is a satire which 
ridicules the psuedo-scientific bent of 
the day as well as its snobbery and 
love of riches. Probably the best 
constructed play is "The Christmas 
Party," an excellent comedy of man-
ners in which are introduced many 
interesting character types, and in 
which the so-called education of the 
day and its social customs are bitterly 
attacked. Comedy of intrigue is rep-
resented by "Diderich the Terrible," 
a play that harks back to the French 
faiblaux and to the Italian commedia 
dell' arte. The poorest play from the 
standpoint of structure is "The Peas-
ant in Pawn," but it proves to be 
a rather delightful variation of the 
"Pere Pathelin" folk-play. In "Sgana-
rel's Journey" we find a charming 
farce set in "a town full of idiots 
who are crammed with learning." 
The last play, "The Changed Bride-
groom," another play of intrigue, 
solves a ridiculous situation in the 
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manner of the ancients-by way of 
the deus ex machina. 
Holberg, though not a dramatist 
of international fame and influence, 
played a most important part in the 
development of the Danish drama. 
His first plays were written for the 
opening season of the new national 
theatre established in Copenhagen 
in 1722, and he remained the lead-
ing figure of the Danish stage 
throughout his life. 
For the student of drama, the 
plays in this present volume are in-
teresting as examples of eighteenth 
century comedy marked by the in-
fluence of Moliere, Plautus, and the 
commedia dell'arte. For the general 
reader, they have enough vitality, 
enough wisdom, enough wit and local 
color to make them entertaining 
reading in spite of their classic rather 
than realistic style. 
VERA T . HAHN 
CURRENT AFFAIRS 
DAYS FOR DECISION 
By the Rt. Hon. Anthony Eden, 
M. C., M.P. Boston: Houghton-
Mifflin Company. 1950. 239 pp. 
$3.00. 
L ATELY it has been said that the British Labor party would press 
plans to nationalize the iron and 
steel industry to save face, to follow 
through on doctrinaire attitudes, or 
to satisfy its extreme left. Regardless 
of the reasons, His Majesty's Loyal 
Opposition would answer: Ground-
nuts. In Days for Decision, Eden 
outlined the elements of the Oppo-
sition's argument. The Labor ad-
ministration has failed to meet the 
fuel, dollar, and gold crises. The 
Conservative party promises "to re-
store confidence in the pound," to 
reduce the threat of nationalization 
to industry and individualism, "to 
reduce government expenditure," and 
to maintain "the confident faith in 
the future of the British Common-
wealth and Empire" by wiser plan-
ning. 
One cannot agree with all the 
ideas of Anthony Eden in this col-
lection of speeches from June 1946 
through August 1949. The sinking "" 
sun has hooked the British on the 
horns of history. Nevertheless, though 
these be political documents, one is 
impressed with the analytical ap-
proach, the balanced thinking, the 
calm and constructive criticism, and 
the lack of bombast. Consequently, 
Eden's speeches would make sober-
ing reading for some of our mediocre _. ~ 
political minds who understand only 
the carping and slanderous language 
of the congressional investigating 
committee protected by the fortunate 
and unfortunate walls of immunity. 
VrcToR F. HoFFMANN 
EUROPE UNITE 
Speeches 1947 and 1948 by Winston 
S. Churchill. Edited by Randolph 
S. Churchill. Houghton Mifflin 
Company, Boston. 1950. 506 pages. 
$5.oo. 
T HIS book contains fifty-two speeches delivered on a variety 
of subjects in domestic and foreign 
policy. Undoubtedly the most impor-
r-
-\ 
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tant speeches in this collection are 
those which deal with Churchill's 
advocacy of the unification of Eu-
rope for its political, social, and cul-
tural survival. The idea of a united 
Europe is far from being an orig-
inal one with Mr. Churchill, but his 
ardent pleading for this project in-
creases the faith and hope of its 
supporters that it will be realized. 
Churchill's share in promoting the 
idea of a united Europe is therefore 
of importance from the standpoint of 
practical politics. 
Many of Mr. Churchill's thoughts 
and criticisms on various aspects of 
his country's policies are constantly 
repeated in his speeches, and some 
of them are not of the slightest im-
portance. The average reader would 
certainly have benefitted by being pre-
sented with a careful selection of the 
most significant speeches and extracts 
from some of them. Such procedure 
would have reduced size and price of 
the book and would have assured tl1e 
editor and publishers of a larger sale 
and reading circle of this publication 
of speeches by one of the most suc-
cessful politicians of our times. 
F -K. KRUGER 
INDIA AND THE UNITED 
STATES: Political and Economic 
Relations 
By Lawrence K. Rosinger. New 
York: Macmillan. 1950. 149 pages. 
$2 ·75· 
lf NDIA today is friendly toward the 
Jl. United States, but no more. The 
natural question that Americans ask 
is, Why is she not an ally? In its dis-
cussion of political issues, Rosinger's 
little volume give some good answers 
to that question. In the first place, 
the Hindus of today, having just 
achieved national independence after 
several decades of struggle, do not 
want to take an early mortgage on 
their liberty through alignment with 
a military combination, whether head-
ed by the United States or Russia. In 
the second place, India is geographi-
cally too exposed in the event of a 
war between "East" and "West." 
Hence Indians feel that their best 
prospect for avoiding devastation in 
such a war lies in making no com-
mitments to either side. 
India's equivocal relationship to 
America in the political world is 
matched by that in the economic 
sphere. Indians had expected that in-
dependence of British rule would 
bring early improvement in material 
well-being. Subsequently, however, 
these anticipations have been gener-
ally frustrated. Furthermore, whether 
justly or not, the cause of this failure 
has been seen to lie in large part with 
the United States. Resentment against 
America in this regard has been fo-
cussed on three principal points. First, 
Marshall Plan aid was channeled ex-
clusively to Europe and none reached 
India or the Pacific area. Second, State 
Department officials and American 
business interests have encouraged no 
large private capital investments in 
India, alleging that India envisaged a 
planned economy which nullified in-
vestment incentives. Indians have es-
pecially resented this, maintaining 
that in effect America condemned In-
dia to an imperceptibly, cruelly slow 
expanding economy and to one that 
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was controlled by foreigners, not by 
Indians themselves. Third, vast quan-
tities of surplus American foods are 
stored and allowed to rot, while mil-
lions of Indians die of starvation or 
live on sub-standard diets. In conse-
quence of such attitudes, Indian-
American economic relations have not 
achieved, and for some time will not 
achieve, an intimate basis. Neverthe-
less, they will continue friendly, be-
cause Indians well appreciate the 
greater limitations and dangers of an 
economic policy oriented toward the 
Soviets. 
In view of author Rosinger's pro-
fessional concern with predominantly 
Indian affairs, one of his concluding 
observations is noteworthy: Even an 
India allied with the United States 
could not offer American Far Eastern 
policy an equivalent to the stability 
that would accrue from "satisfactory 
relations" with Communist China. 
MARTIN H. SCHAEFER 
THE TRUMAN- MERRY-
GO-ROUND 
By Robert S. Allen and William 
V. Shannon. The Vanguard Press. 
1950. $3-50-
~ 1\ JE susPECT that if Robert S. Allen 
V V ever tries to translate recent 
American history into visible forms, 
he must think of it as the grand-
father's clock in the old song. It 
began on that morn when Franklin 
D. Roosevelt repeated the presidential 
oath and it stopped short, never to 
go again, when the old man died. 
Given that interpretation of our re-
cent history, it is not hard to see 
how one could write the kind of book 
this one is. Harry Truman is not an 
FDR. The men around him are not 
the politico-intellectuals who sur-
rounded Roosevelt. The times are not 
the exhilarating days of the New Deal 
and World War II. And so the only 
lights that still shine along the Poto· 
mac are those which have survived 
from the New Deal era. 
There is no denying that the au-
thors know their way around Wash-
ington. There is no reason to sup-
pose necessarily that their appraisals 
of men and policies are wholly in-
accurate. Only the most naive citi-
zen would suppose that the ballot box 
transforms ordinary men and women 
into full-blown statesmen. As a mat-
ter of fact, representative govern-
ment has always assumed government 
by men who were actually representa-
tive of the people-representative as 
much of their faults and frailties as 
of their virtues. 
Granting that the President is a 
man of "little comprehension, medi-
ocre mind, ordinary personality, and 
second rate talents"; granting that 
the cabinet is hardly the most bril-
liant group that ever assembled in 
one room; granting that the two 
houses of Congress may at times ap· 
pear comparable to "Higher Primates" 
and "The Monkey House";, granting 
that the Supreme Court has at most 
perhaps two first-rate justices current-
ly sitting; granting that the Pentagon-
brass seem at times to be more inter-
ested in intramural warfare than in 
the national security; granting that 
the state department seems wholly in 
place in "Foggy Bottom"; granting 
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house of Congress-granting all of 
these things, need we work ourselves 
into a lather? Given Allen's barbed 
pen and his whole-hearted commit-
ment to a particular philosophy of 
government, this same kind of ap-
praisal might have been written of 
any administration in our history. 
To its credit, it must be said that 
the book is highly readable. But per-
haps that is rather a debit. For to 
accept too unquestioningly the au-
thors' appraisal of the Washington 
scene would be to come very near 
losing hope for the nation's future. 
We know that Bob Allen is far from 
pessimistic about the nation's future 
and we can only wish that he had 
allowed a little more of his optimism 
and his faith shine through in this 
book which, because of its very grip-
ging style, will almost certainly be-
come a major best-seller. 
CHURCH AND STATE 
IN ENGLAND 
By Cyril Garbett. London: Hodder 
& Stoughton. New York: The Mac-
millan Company. 1950. 320 pages, 
$3.00. 
CYRIL GARBETT, the Archbishop of York in the Church of England, 
presents an argument for some re-
adjustment in the existing relation-
ship between that Church and the 
English State. He states that he does 
not believe that complete disestab-
li~hment would necessarily result in 
aiding the Church, but that reforms 
ate urgently needed in four critical 
areas where the State has ultimate 
control-appointment of Bishops, revi-
sian of the Prayer Book, revision of 
Canon Law, and reform of Church 
Courts. He admits a reluctance to 
reopen a controversy that rocked 
England at the turn of the Century. 
He points out, however, that the en-
suing years have seen the English 
State moving in the direction of 
totalitarianism and secularism. Either 
development could be harmful to a 
Church tied by law to such a State. 
He suggests that his reforms would, 
if accepted, go a long way toward 
preserving to the Church the large 
measure of independence required 
for its spiritual work. 
The Archbishop writes candidly 
and '.Veil. His main objection to dis-
establishment-that it would appear 
as a national repudiation of Chris-
tianity by an important country-is 
not without merit. But though he 
says that he believes in his reforms 
the tone of the book is one of pes-
simism and it is difficult not to con-
clude that he feels that disestablish-
ment is the only ultimate answer. 
The Archbishop's restrained argu-
ments for reform rather than sever-
ance are not apt to fall on sympa-
thetic ears in this country. A century 
and a half of Church-State separation 
has resulted in little understanding 
or sympathy with the problems of an 
established church. No Christian, how-
ever, can fail to sympathize with the 
Archbishop's concern over the grow-
ing totalitarianism and secularism of 
our times nor fail to share with him 
his conviction that all churches will 
be called on for greater service and 
sterner ordeals in the years to come. 
For these reasons they must all have 
great freedom. JAMES S. SAVAGE 
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PEACE BY INVESTMENT 
By Benjamin A. Javits. Funk 8c 
Wagnalls Co. in association with 
United Nations World. New York. 
1950. 242 pages. 
yN THE year 1908 there appeared in 
1L England a book which was read 
extensively, not only in English-speak-
ing countries but all over the civil-
ized world. The name of the book 
was The Great Illusion and its au-
thor became known by his pen-name, 
Norman Angell. The widely accepted 
thesis of this b•Jok. was that the out-
break of any major war was impos· 
sible in those days because of the 
complex and interrelated situation in 
international finance, industry and 
commerce which made its participan •s 
in all civilized nations realize the 
futility and disastrous consequences of 
war. 
This theory, widely accepted, w'is 
utterly annihilated by the outbreak 
of the first world war. 
In spite of the experiences of the 
two world wars behind him, the au-
thor of Peace by Investment pins his 
hope for the establishment and main-
tenance of permanent peace essen· 
tially on Norman Angell's exploded 
theory. The book is a publication 
sponsored by the United Nations 
World, and its author still holds to 
the naive illusion of Mr. Willkie's 
One World at a time when forty per 
cent of the world is under the con-
trol of Communist Russia, which re-
jects in principle private investment 
and the credit system of a free enter-
prise society, and which, on the con-
trary, regards it as one of the main 
sources of war instead of a preventive 
factor. For, according to the Marxian 
doctrine, investment capital always 
invites government intervention for 
the benefit of its investing nationals. 
The author ignores the factor of 
purely political power-politics such as 
the action of France, dictated by po-
litical motives alone, which brought 
about the crash of the Austrian 
Kreditbank and resulted in the world-
wide breakdown and its concomitants, 
important roots of the second world 
war. 
Peace by Investment is a simplitica-
tion of a very complex problem and 
a great illusion. 
F. K. KRUGER 
FICTION 
SECRET 
By Michael Amrine. Houghton-Mif-
flin Company, Boston. 1950. 311 
pages. $3.00. 
(:IOMEWHERE near the middle of the 
0 twentieth century a group of 
frightened men huddled together on 
a desert in New Mexico to await the 
birth of a new age in the history 
of man. Secret is the story of one of 
those men, Dr. Benjamin Halverson, 
professor of physics at Montgomery 
University. But the desert scene at 
Alamogordo is only one point in this 
story. It had started on a sunny day 
in June with a piece of yellow paper 
people call telegrams. It leads to Hiro-
shima and Nagasaki; to the Federa· 
tion of American Scientists, later 
called the League of Frightened Men; 
to the very halls of the United States 
Senate, and the passage of the Mac 
Mahon Bill. This is the story of Dr. 
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Halverson, scientist, vs. Mr. Halver-
son, human being. 
~ Concerning Secret, Mr. Amrine has 
said, "Some books are autobiogra-
phies of the people who wrote them, 
the best are biographies of the people 
who read them. They tell what is 
l1appcning to You. That is what I 
have tried to write." He has suc-
ceeded. Although at points the dia-
logue becomes artificial, the book ex-
presses a vital message effectively with 
an artful command of the language. 
As yet his story has no ending, for it 
leaves you at the impending tragedy 
of today, hanging in a void of con-
sciousness without existence. 
RAYs. 
REPRISAL 
By Arthur Gordon. New York: 
Simon and Schuster. 1950. 310 
pages. $3.00. 
1fS HAINESVILLE guilty of murder? No, 
' Jl says the white jury of this small 
~ Southern town. Yes, says humanity-
minded America. And though the 
men on the jury, the murderers and 
the white citizens of Hainesville are 
legally cleared of the lynching, their 
conscience is not cleared. Their guilt, 
although concealed under a mantel 
of smugness and self-righteousness, 
manifests itself in their daily lives in 
countless little ways. The story is 
simple: Four Negroes (two men and 
two women) have been ambushed 
and ruthlessly murdered. The mur-
- \ derers, who are white men, have been 
brought to trial, but arc declared in-
nocent. The whole town rejoices. The 
Negro husband of one of the mur-
dered women terrorizes the town 
when he decides to take revenge. 
This much is merely the plot. The 
way various people react to injustice, 
however, is the meat of this novel. 
The mood and atmosphere oE 
Hainesville, the smoldering resent-
ment of the Negroes and the inhu-
manity of the white man are deli-
cately handled by the author. It is 
not a book crusading for Negro rights. 
It is not a book designed to nettle 
a southern white man. It is a book 
to weigh and consider. Gordon neatly 
presents a situation and leaves you 
the judge. He does not accuse. He 
lets his characters accuse themselves. 
The author is an expert at subtlety 
and objectivity. But, perhaps the book 
could read a little more smoothly. 
The reader is taken from one episode 
to another in rather an abrupt man-
ner. In spite of this fact and a mis-
leading dust jacket, the book should 
be read. The dust jacket pictures a 
man with a gun and you might think 
the book is just another murder 
mystery, when actually it is a book 
which leaves you deeply moved. 
GRACE WOLF 
THE LITTLE WORLD OF 
DON CAMILLO 
By Giovanni Guareschi. New York: 
Pellegrini and Cudahy. 1950. 205 
pages . .$2.75. 
T
HE only way in which God could 
control the impetuous activities 
of Italian priest Don Camillo was by 
speaking to him direct! y from the 
crucifix on the church altar. And 
Christ had a good deal to say, es-
pecially when noble Camillo (who 
somehow typifies the gullible slave of 
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propaganda) wants to wage battle 
with Communist Mayor Peppone. 
Camillo is just about to slap at the 
Communist, kneeling at the altar, 
when Christ warns: Your hands were 
made for love. Camillo finally argues 
Christ into letting him direct a solid 
boot at Peppone's posterior, since 
no one ever had said that feet were 
made for love! Christ had to reply: 
You have a point there. 
In this book, the voice of Christ 
represents author Guareschi's own 
conscience. Needless to say, the per-
sonification of the "conscience" 
makes a rather shopworn divinity. 
But the book never descends to blas· 
phemy, and it is genuinely funny-
though not as humorous as many big 
(SRL, etc.) reviews have indicated. 
This because the vehicle (Christ on 
a wooden cross) practically wrote 
the book. Giovanni Guareschi just 
follows along, riding his red wagon 
to the end of the line. I think Chris-
tian readers would like it better had 
Guareschi chosen another wagon, and 
we might even be willing to do 
without humor which transports so 
dangerously close to the edges of 
propriety. WALTER RIESS 
WHITE WITCH DOCTOR 
By Louise A. Stinetorf. Philadel-
phia: The Westminster Press. 1950. 
276 pages. $3.00. 
AT THE age of forty, Ellen Burton became a nurse at a mission sta· 
tion near Leopoldville in the Bel· 
gian Congo. Although thoroughly 
unacquainted with the habits of the 
African and with the secrets of the 
jungle, Ellen's determination to be 
of service and her sense of humor 
got her through many a scrape. Dur· ~ 
ing her first night at the station she 
catapulted out of bed all tangled in 
mosquito netting at the sight of a 
python which had draped itself over 
her medical supplies. Ellen was only 
an R.N., but through necessity she 
became a doctor, a dentist and a sur-
geon. She came to love and respect 
the jungle natives, who, to others, 
were merely "stupid bush Niggers." 
Affectionately, they called her "rna· 
rna." A number of them became con-
verted to Christianity-not by means 
of a high-pressured sermon-but be-
cause of the daily example Ellen 
set in service and in genuine devo· 
tion to all humans regardless of color. 
Many of the anecdotes in White 
Witch Docto1· are derived from true 
experience. Through the author's 
eyes, the reader gets a look at Africa 
-the flora, the fauna, the natives and 
last, but not least, the inevitable 
Mission Board. Miss Stinetorf writes 
with a vengeance about her ideas of 
Christianity, with much credit to her. 
She also has a natural knack of tell-
ing a good story, and although her 
tales about the natives are not with· 
out humor, she never pokes fun. • 
White Witch Doctor is for the most 
part light and humorous reading. 
However, human foibles, both of 
the black and the white race, are so 
delightfully (but not without a 
punch) brought to the reader's at-
tention that the book is not only 
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WORLD ENOUGH AND TIME 
By Robert Penn Warren. New 
York: Random House. 1950. 512 
pages. $3.50. 
RACHEL BEAUMONT met her hus-band at the foot of the stairway. 
For a long moment they stood with-
out speaking. Then Jeremiah spoke. 
"It is done," he said. "The strain 
has been great. But all is over now. 
It is done. Do not weep now, do not 
weep. It is done, but do not be 
afraid. Though the avengers of 
blood may be after me, they will 
have nothing." 
Four nights before Jeremiah had 
killed his old friend Cassius Fort 
with deliberate, coldblooded savage-
ry. The murder marked the climax 
of years of suspense and intrigue. 
World Enough and Time, a Literary 
Guild selection for July, relates the 
events which led up to the brutal 
• slaying and presents an account of 
Jeremiah's trial, conviction, escape, 
and eventual recapture and death. 
Mr. Warren has chosen the early 
years of the nineteenth century as a 
colorful setting for his fourth novel. 
The place is Kentucky, "a land of 
..,. ,. the fiddle and whiskey, sweat and 
prayer, pride and depravity." Al-
though the author explores the poli-
tical trends of the day and depicts 
the growth and development of fron-
tier communities, his story is essen-
tially an account of the conflicts and 
, fears, the doubts and frustrations, 
which raged in Jeremiah's twisted 
and tortured mind. Although World 
Enough and Time has many fine 
qualities, it does not have the stature 
of Mr. Warren's distinguished Pulit-
zer Prize-winning novel All the King's 
Men. 
PROFESSOR FODORSKI 
By Robert Lewis Taylor. New 
York. Doubleday. 1950. 250 pages. 
$2.75· 
BY the time the reader reaches page 221 of Robert Lewis Taylor's 
PROFESSOR FODORSKI, he is not 
unduly surprised to learn that Con-
cordia Seminary and Rochester JC 
were intersectional casualties of the 
Army football team. And, 23 pages 
later, when Southern Baptist Institute 
of Technology makes hash of Notre 
Dame in the Finger Bowl, such an 
occurrence is swallowed rather easily. 
After Mr. Taylor gets around to set-
ting up the situation, in which a 
refugee engineering professor, totally 
consumed by the football bug, be-
comes head coach at Southern Baptist, 
there is no visible limit to the ex-
tent to which that formidable busi-
ness of college football can be loused 
up. "With such a fertile situation, Mr. 
Taylor does an able job that will 
tickle any football fan who would 
enjoy a wholesale burlesquing of 
coaches, players, writers, fans and 
other necessary parties in the grid-
iron picture. For conscientious foot-
ball fans who are bewildered by Bill 
Stern's overly-animated and more-or-
less factual radio accounts of any 
given football game, the author offers 
a scintillating take-off on Mr. Stern-
one of an ample number of whimsi-
cal contributions by Mr. Taylor. After 
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Prof. Stanislaus Fodorski is intro-
duced to the world of football, the 
two-platoon system is born in his 
nimble mind, which also produces a 
calibrated football shoe capable of 
adding three points to Southern Bap-
tist's score from any point on the 
field. The author, noted profilist for 
THE NEW YORKER and WTiter of 
the life story of W. C. Fields, has a 
noteworthy addition to the American 
college football scene in Prof. Fodor-
ski. 
SHADOWS OF ECSTASY 
Charles Williams. Pellegrini and 
Cudahy. New York. 1950. 260 pages. 
$3.00. 
M R. WILLIAMS tells a strange story of a threatened invasion of 
Europe from Africa. The action is 
laid in London, where the proclama-
tions of invasion incite riots, suicides, 
and murders. The leader of this 
fanatic group of invaders is a Nigel 
Considine. Drawn into the chaos are 
a king of the Zulus, a poet and his 
wife, a doctor, two Jewish brothers, 
and an English vicar. These people 
are all attracted in varying degrees 
by Considine's mystical doctrines of 
transmutation of energy and con-
quering death. 
On the whole, the book is not so 
easily read; the metaphysical over-
tones are heavy, but the story itself 
is exciting, full of suspense. In some 
instances, the life of Nigel Considine 
is drawn in close parallel to the life 
of Christ. Mr. Williams seems to be 
expanding on the 5th and 6th verses 




By Charles Wertenbaker. Random 
House. 1950. 579 pages. $3.50. • 
T HE BARONS is a story of a money .,. _, and power crazed family, and of 
how their desires corrupt, ruin, and '>"-
even destroy themselves and the 
people they come in contact with. '-.-. 
The story is particularly of Stuart ~ 
Baron, who has a "strong, if un-
developed, sense of social responsi-
bility-if there's not too much else . .,1 
on his mind." The ideals seem to be , 
there, but reality forces them to the 
background. ~ 
The Baron family owns a powder 
plant. At first, the employees are 
"people." Soon the Barons have got-
ten control of well over half of the 
powder companies in the country. .. 
The employees are "numbers." Stuart 
would like to help, but other things 
interrupt and take over his energies. 
His efforts to help result in the 
break up of the family and the com-
pany. 
"And so . . . maybe he'd better • "( 
stop trying to reform the industrial 
system alone before it chewed him • 
up altogether. Maybe he'd better use 
his money and power he had left to 
help two or three fellows here and 
there." From henceforth, with his 
money "he could take care of every 
old couple in the state. He'd give 'em 
Barony by God." 
And they lived happily ever after. 
I ~ 
.... 
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HISTORY 
THE BRITISH OVERSEAS 
By C. E. Carrington. Cambridge: 
The University Press. 1950. 1,092 
pages. $g.oo. 
I N THE last paragraph of his book. Professor Carrington says: 
The imposition of peace and the rule 
of law bring benefits that are easily 
overlooked. When possessed, these bless-
ings are enjoyed unconsciously like the 
air we breathe; when lost, a generation 
too corrupt to regret the loss must soon 
arise. Let it be recorded that, for several 
" generations, the British imposed the rule 
of law, by the authority of the Crown, 
upon one-quarter of mankind, while 
they used its mighty influence for peace-
ful commerce among all nations. 
The whole argument of the book 
is in that paragraph. The argument 
is developed in a beautifully-written 
and carefully-considered history of 
-> British overseas ventures from the 
earliest voyages of the Angles and 
Saxons to the reconstitution of the 
British Commonwealth after World 
War II. With typical British under-
statement, Professor Carrington re-
counts British expansion by settle-
" ment, by trade, by finance, by con-
quest, and by the spreading of ideas 
as the "exploits of a nation of shop-
keepers." And without any jingoistic 
tub-thumping, he lets his readers 
know that the results of that expan-
sion were, on the whole, beneficent. 
The subject-matter of the book is, 
in itself, a guarantee against dull-
ness. After all, British overseas his-
tory is the story of some of the most 
remarkable men the world has yet 
produced. Many of the names are 
already legends-Sir Francis Drake, 
Clive and Hastings, Captain Bligh, 
Cecil Rhodes, David Livingstone, 
Sir Stamford Raffies, Edward Gibbon 
Wakefield, Chinese Gordon, Kitche-
ner of Khartoum, Rajah Brooke, 
and Jan Smuts, to name only a few 
of the more prominent ones. Armed 
in most cases with nothing more than 
a sense of their own fitness to as-
sume responsibility for the "lesser 
breeds without the law" they ranged 
over the whole earth establishing 
law, extending the area of the Pax 
Britannica, and instituting commerce. 
And wherever they have gone, they 
have left the impress of their own 
personalities, even upon lands which 
moved beyond their political orbit. 
How much the world owes to the 
British is only now coming to be 
appreciated. Alone of all of the 
colonial powers, the British worked 
out a structure within which peoples 
of many races and tongues and tra-
ditions could live together in unity 
without uniformity, in association 
without domination. Bound together 
by a symbol which meant much be-
cause, in reality, it meant nothing 
(the Crown), people from the four 
corners of the world were free to 
move about throughout the earth 
and in every place to feel at home. 
The breaking up of the Empire 
after the late war, while regrettable 
from the political standpoint, is not 
perhaps as final a thing as might 
have been supposed. For the sever-
ing of political ties has not destroyed 
the generations of training the lead-
ers of the new nations have had at 
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the feet of their British mentors. 
Jawaharlal Nehru is a prime example 
of that. Wherever Britain has held 
sway for any considerable period of 
time, there is respect for human in-
dividuality, there is a sense of fair 
play, there is an awareness of duty, 
and there is a respect for law. 
Incidentally, Professor Carrington 
is peculiarly qualified to write such 
a book as this. As he states in his 
preface, he had "the good fortune 
to be born into one of those-middle-
class families whose members, for a 
hundred years, have moved freely 
about the Empire." One of his 
brothers is the archbishop of Quebec, 
another was the biographer of Cap-
tain Cook. He has himself travelled 
extensively through many parts of 
the Empire. 
OUR JUNGLE ROAD TO TOKYO 
By Lt.-General Robert L. Eichel-
berger. New York: The Viking 
Press. 1950. 306 pages. $4.50. 
A succESSFUL general in the mod-ern world is one who can say, 
"I have fought a good fight, I have 
finished my course, I have written 
a book." The retired commander of 
the Eighth Army is thus, by defini-
tion, a successful general. 
These books follow pretty much 
of a familiar pattern. In the center 
stands the general, a grandfatherly 
military genius beset in front by a 
cunning enemy and beset behind by 
hide-bound traditionalists in the 
other services and by envious col-
leagues in his own service. But in 
the end, justice triumphs, grand-
pappy wins the war, and everybody 
lives happy ever after. 
Mr. Mackaye writes very well (or 
did we neglect to mention that the 
book is a collaboration between Gen-
eral Eichelberger and Milton Mac-
kaye?) but he sees the war through 
the eyes of one man. As a veteran of 
six of the campaigns which General 
Eichelberger discusses, we found our-
selves wondering several times how 
we could have failed to note his 
genius for so long a time. It was our 
impression at the time, and possibly 
a false one although it was shared 
by a great many of our comrades, 
that the two men who did the lion's 
share of the generalling in the south-
west Pacific were Douglas MacArthur 
and Walter Krueger and it was 
Krueger, especially, who held the 
confidence and affection of the com-
bat troops. 
r 
But there is no point now to re-
hashing the past. General Eichel- .._ 
berger was an outstandingly good 
general. If he hadn't been, he _. 
wouldn't have lasted long with Mac-
Arthur. He did a monumental job 
in the duties that were assigned to 
him. He had courage, vision, daring, 
and most of the other qualities of a -. 
first-rate field general. Perhaps if he 
had been called upon to do it, he 
would have won the war all by him-
self. He was not, however, called upon 
to do so. 
We are grateful to the general for 
having resurrected from the tomb of ~ .. 
post-war forgetfulness the names of 
many an out-of-the-way beachhead 
where good men, now all but for-
gotten, found death and a nameless 
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grave. Those who were there will 
thrill again to the names of Buna 
and Lae and Aitape and Humboldt 
Bay and Biak and Leyte and Min-
doro and Luzon. And with the 
strange loyalty of men who have 
been through evil places together, 
they will greet the general's book 
with profane depreciation among 
themselves but with fierce defense 
against any critic who was not there. 
RELIGION AND 
PHILOSOPHY 
IDEAS OF MEN: The Story of 
Western Thought 
By Crane Brinton. Prentice-Hall. 
1950. $6.oo. 
A HARVARD history professor writes a guide book to the study of the 
intellectual history of the West. Prof. 
Brinton is concerned with the full 
range of ideas, those of the man on 
the street as well as those of the 
philosopher. In his opinion, it is the 
main job of the intellectual historian 
to "try to find the relations between 
the ideas of the philosophers, the 
intellectuals, the thinkers, and the 
actual way of living of the millions 
who carry the tasks of civilization." 
This involves tracing "the ways in 
which the answers men have given 
to the Big Questions-Life, Destiny, 
Right, Truth, God-have apparently 
affected their conduct." Complete 
scientific precision is impossible in 
dealing with the Big Questions be-
cause the historian's method is always 
influenced by the necessity of making 
"normative judgments." Such judg-
ments are "ideals" in the sense that 
they describe not only how the world 
is, but how it ought to be. Brinton 
declares such ideals to be just as 
"real" as scientific "facts" and just 
as important in their effect on hu-
man behavior. The professor does 
not believe that value judgments 
can ever be reduced to a scientific 
law which would command universal 
acceptance. Such judgments can be 
given "a solid ranking order" only 
by the "intervention.. of "faith." 
The bulk of the book sketches the 
broad outlines_ of Western thought 
from its Greek and Hebrew begin-
nings to the present day. This is 
done with clarity and simplicity, in 
a style unmarred by the historio-
graphic jargon which many writers 
would consider justifiable in a treat· 
ment so profol!_nd as this. 
RICHARD SCHEIMANN 
A MIGHTY FORTRESS 
By Ernest Fremont Tittle. Harper 
& Brothers Publishers. New York. 
1950. 178 pages. $2.50. 
DR. ERNEST FREMONT TITTLE was considered one of the great 
preachers of America prior to his 
death on August 3, 1949. For thirty-
one years he preached from the pul-
pit of First Methodist Church, Evan-
ston, Illinois. It was here that he 
gained a widening circle of hearers 
and a national reputation as an out-
standing preacher. 
The sermons of Dr. Tittle demon-
strate his unique approach as a 
preacher. He touches upon the social 
problems of the community and 
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stresses the individual problems of 
the members of his congregation. 
The message of sin and grace 
which might be expected under the 
title of the book A MIGHTY FOR-
TRESS is missing from the sermons. 
In spite of the many references and 
interesting illustrations found in the 
sermons, the real message of redemp· 
tion is too often lacking. 
The preface "Portrait of a Preach· 
er" written by Mr. Paul Hutchinson, 
editor of the CHRISTIAN CEN· 
TURY, presents a most interesting 
account of Dr. Tittle's life. 
LUTHER P. KOEPKE 
THE ILLUSION OF 
IMMORTALITY 
By Corliss Lamont, Second Edi-
tion, Philosophical Library. 1950. 
$3-95· 
MR. LAMONT conducts an earnest, comprehensive examination of 
the case for and against immortality. 
By immortality he means the survival 
of the human personality after the 
death of the body. His decision 
against belief in an after-life rests, 
in large measure, on a distinction be-
tween "dualistic" and "monistic" 
psychology. Mr. Lamont holds to a 
monistic psychology, asserting that 
the relation between the body and 
the mind or personality is indissolu-
ble. When the body dies the per-
sonality ceases to be. He points to 
the lack of unanimity amongst the 
religious traditions of the world as 
to the "environment of heaven." This 
seems to him further proof of the 
improbability of immortality. He re-
gards the Christian expectation of 
the resurrection of the body as wish- I 
ful thinking-attractive, but unten- l. 
able in view of the achievements of 
modern science which reveal to man 
a universe of law: change, decay, 
evolution. 
One may admire the consistency of 
Lamont's treatment as based on his 
whole-hearted faith in a gospel of .,.. 
scientific humanism, but one who 
believes the Gospel of Jesus Christ 
must shudder at the impoverished 
and provincial portrayal of the mean-
ing of human life as it is reflected 
in the following creedal statement: 
"There can be little doubt that 
modern science, supported and in-
terpreted by the methodological in· 
struments of f~nctional analysis and 
the law of parsimony, and buttressed 
by the insistence of super-natural re-
ligion upon the need of some future-
life body ... sets up a very powerful 
case in support of our thesis that 
immortality is an illusion." 
RICHARD SCHEIMANN 
HOMILETIC THESAURUS ON 
THE GOSPELS 
By Harald F. J. Ellingsen. Baker 
Book House. Grand Rapids, Michi-
gan. 1950. 441 pages. $4.50. 
T HIS volume is the first in a series of three volumes on the Gospels. 
It covers the Gospels of Mark and 
Luke. 
The author has selected significant 
texts and passages from the Gospels 
and around these texts he has as- 1- • 
sembled complete sermons, extensive 
outlines, expository excerpts, prac-
tical lessons, apt illustrations or ap-
propriate poetry selected from the 
J 
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wntmgs of more than two hundred 
fifty preachers and scholars. He also 
adds original material in many cases. 
HOMILETIC THESAURUS ON 
THE GOSPELS will prove of value 
primarily to the pastor who is look· 
ing for additional help in elucidating 
and illustrating a particular text. 
The material is presented in a man· 
ner which is of great value in ser-
mon preparation and the material 
itself is significantly helpful. 
LUTHER P. KoEPKE 
HUMOR 
A TABLE NEAR THE BAND 
By A. A. Milne. New York: E. P. 
Dutton &: Company, Inc. 1950. 
249 pages. $3.00. · 
E VER a good story-teller, A. A. Milne offers thirteen short 
stories. These stories are humorous, 
and yet have a subtle attack on hu· 
.. man vanities. "A Table Near the 
Band" is the first short story which 
is all about a channing girl whose 
dinner companion later fervently 
hopes that the band drowned out 
any attempted proposal of marriage. 
Then there is "The Prettiest Girl 
i in the Room," and here Milne pain-
fully explores the thoughts of any 
girl stuck without a dancing partner. 
Milne's murder mystery ("Murder at 
Eleven") and his tale of a would-be 
murderer ("The Three Dreams of 
Mr. Findlater") are good examples 
of the irony of fate in the case of the 
latter, and the almost perfect crime 
in the case of the former. The au-
thor's take-off on human foibles is 
at its best in "Christmas Party." 
Here members of a family unwilling-
ly get together at Christmas. The re-
union is entirely false. The bicker-
ing and complaining before and 
after the party are excellently 
handled. 
Each story has its own merits. 
Some deal with a twist of fate; in 
others, Milne values the element of 
surprise. In "A Man Greatly Be-
loved" the reader is taken completely 
unawares. I think "Before the Flood" 
is one of the most humorous stories, 
and yet there is something philosoph-
ical in the conversations of Noah's 
family and something prophetic in 
the attitudes of the people intro-
duced in the story. All of the stories, 
whether death is the subject or 
whether Milne describes a ridiculous 
circumstance arising over a borrowed 
book, are delightfully told in his own 
gay manner. GRAcE WoLF 
OTHER BOOKS 
THE PASSION PLAY, 
OBERAMMERGAU, 1950 
Published by the Municipality of 
Oberammergau. New York: Thom-
as Y. Crowell. 1950. 128 pages. 
T o THE best of our knowledge, this is the first time the official 
text of the famous Oberammergau 
Passion Play has been made avail-
able in English. 
The real interest of the book, how-
ever, is not so much in the text of 
the play, which is fairly pedestrian 
when divorced from the music, but 
in the feel one gets of the whole 
setting of the play as one reads the 
biographies of the cast and sees the 
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pictures of the principals, as one 
runs down the "list of useful ad-
dresses" (Autogaragen Poll, Ettaler 
Strasse 50, for instance) , and as one 
reads the background material which 
follows the text of the play. 
This background material includes 
an article on "Ways to Oberammer-
gau" by Dr. Friedrich Spingorum; 
"The Passion Play and Its History" 
by Dr. Franz Xaver Bogenrieder, 
Geistl. Rat, parish priest of Ober-
ammergau; "The Oberammergau 
Passion Music" by Professor Eugen 
Papst; "The 1950 Play and Its Per-
formers" by Joseph Maria Lutz; 
"Woodcarving and the Passion Play" 
by Dr. Kurt Pfister; "Oberammer-
gau, the Eternal Village" by Dr. Leo 
Weismantel; and "For God or Gain?" 
by Dr. Eugen Roth. 
The illustrations are beautiful. 
The ads that have been inserted at 
the back of the book have a fascina-
tion of their own (Jopa-Icecream, 
Vivil Natural Peppermints, Nova 
Der Neue Schuh Aus Neuem Ma-
terial) 
The price of the book was not in-
dicated in our review copy. The 
value of the book to anyone who is 
interested in one of the most unique 
places in the modern world would, 
of course, make the price of com-
paratively little consequence. 
THE RAND-McNALLY WORLD 
ATLAS 
Chicago: Rand-McNally and Co., 
1950. 30 pages. $1.00. 
P EOPLE are beginning to realize that an atlas is as necessary as a 
dictionary but most atlases are too 
expensive for families of average in-
come. 
This new one-dollar atlas, while 
it is obviously not the world's best, 
is complete enough for most people's 
every-day needs. The maps are not 
only quite detailed but are examples 
of tasteful lettering and color. The 
one unfortunate thing about the 
atlas is that the world map is drawn 
on the Mercator projection, a pro-
jection which badly distorts shape 
and distance in the middle and up-
per latitudes. 
CRITICISM 
THE CHRISTIAN IMP Acr IN 
ENGLISH 
By Sister Mary Rosenda, Sister 
Mary Mina, and Sister Mary Fran-
cis Borgia. The Seraphic Press, 
Milwaukee, Wisconsin. 332 pages. 
1950. $3.75· 
C OMPETENCE in the arts and skills of English language and litera-
ture is not often enough discussed 
. 
in print with specific emphasis upon 
attitudes, appreciations, and under-
standing of life from a definitely 
Christian point of view. This book, .. 
motivated for high school and college 
levels, is worth reading either as a 
teacher's refresher or as a student's 
handbook of literary criticism. The 
first-named author is at Alverno Col-
lege, Milwaukee, and the other two 
are at Alvernia High School, Chi- • , 
cago. 
The Essay, the Novel, and Poetry 
are clarified because the authors do 
succeed in facing realism honestly. 
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Formal writing and note-taking can 
be mentioned here as examples of 
conventional topics included. Cou-
rageous handling of comprehensive 
ideas such as the Modern Mind, 
Social Maturity, Culture, the Family, 
Success and Failure, and Sacramen-
talizing Life is the special merit of 
this volume. (A separate volume for 
elementary education is available.) 
However, the amount of space 
given to major themes is dispropor-
tionate. For instance, Humor has 
very brief treatment although it is 
listed by name in the 9-unit Table 
of Contents. Further, we can make 
allowance, of course, for the avowed-
ly Roman Catholic selection of liter-
ary works analyzed throughout; and 
still, the editorial policy as stated 
(p. xv) for choosing books and the 
like seems inferior to certain literary 
requirements or qualities included 
for other critics in the book itself. 
Some clearly minor authors are in-
flated to major importance for the 
special religious outlook of this book, 
at the expense of the recognized mas-
ters of the world's literature. 
HERBERT H. UMBACH 
BIOGRAPHY 
DRAWN FROM MEMORY 
By John T. McCutcheon. Indian-
apolis. Bobbs-Merrill Co. 1950. 459 
pages. $5.00. 
JOHN T . McCuTcHEON is best re-membered as the editorial cartoon-
ist of the Chicago Tribune. His was 
the one department of that remark-
able paper that held a plausible claim 
to the title of "the world's greatest." 
McCutcheon was a specimen of a 
rapidly-disappearing breed of Amer-
ican roan-the far-ranging mid-west-
erner who could roam far and wide 
through the world, always secure in 
the knowledge that he had fixed 
point "back home." There were 
others of the same stripe-George 
Ade, Meredith Nicholson, a little 
later Claude Bowers, and still more 
recently Ernie Pyle and Elmer Davis. 
A tremendous love of life and an 
insatiable curiosity carried them into 
every corner of the world and some-
thing in the Midwestern air infected 
them with the need and capacity for 
expression. So many top-flight writers 
came of the Midwest that there used 
to be a saying: "The first requisite 
of a good journalist is that he be 
born in Indiana." 
Drawn from Memory is the good-
humored, gentle autobiography of 
one of these men. JTM went every-
where during his lifetime. He tried 
everything that excited his interest. 
He married the girl he wanted to 
marry. He bought the pirate island 
he had always dreamed of owning. 
He enjoyed the companionship of 
friends whose lives had been as rich 
and as varied as his own. And he 
died, at last, full of years and honors. 
It was, of course, as a cartoonist 
that McCutcheon make his mark. His 
work had the folksy quality that made 
it readily understandable to any Mid-
westerner who could remember the 
rural and small-town life of half a 
century ago. Even those younger 
readers who could not themselves 
recall those days could feel a kind 
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of nostalgia for a time which must 
have been a very happy time in 
which to be young. And who would 
blame McCutcheon if he kept us 
thinking of our Midwest in terms 
which had not been real or valid for 
fifty years? 
tooning, he would very probably 
have found a respected place along-
side George Ade and George Barr 
McCutcheon and other writers of the 
Indiana school. The book is never 
dull and its kindliness and warmth 
are a welcome change from the pallid 
stuff of litterateurs who keep writing 
about life without ever having lived 
it. 
This biography indicates that had 
McCutcheon chose to remain a writer 
rather than branching off into car-
"We live much at the mercy of events. Some untoward 
incident in the morning puts a dent in our composure for 
the entire day. A sharp word of criticism leaves a wound 
which festers for hours. Our faith in the triumph of right· 
eousness fluctuates with the reports of the news column. It 
is unreal to say that we can become absolutely independent 
of environmental changes. The more refined the person, the 
more sensitive he is to his surroundings. The more we love, 
the more points there are at which we can be wounded. 
Jesus was affected by his environment. ... But it is one 
thing to be moved by events; it is another . to be mastered by 
them. And in the very shadow of his cross, our Lord said: 
'Be of good cheer; I have overcome the world.' " 





THE CRESSET evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces 
D URING the last week in August film stars and film directors 
from twenty-two nations attended 
the eleventh International Film 
Festival, held this year in Venice, 
Italy, under the direction of Sig-
nor Gonella, the Italian Minister 
of Education. The opening pro-
gram was highlighted by a pre-
sentation of Walt Disney's delight-
ful feature-length cartoon film 
Cinderella. There were six 
fcamre-length entries from Great 
Britain and six each from Italy 
aJJd France. Israel's producers pre-
sented three long films depicting 
recent historical development in 
that young nation. Short docu-
mentary films from Ireland and 
Holland were enthusiastically ac-
claimed. Roberto Rosselini ex-
h:bited an uncut version of his 
much-discussed Stromboli as well 
as his most recent release, St. 
Fmncis of Assissi. 
France and the United States 
carried away many high honors. 
The: French film Justice Est Faite 
re-ceived the Grand Prize. Disney's 
Cinderella and Beaver Valley won 
special awards. International 
prizes for best acting went to 
Eleanor Parker for her perform-
ance in Caged and to Sam Jaffe 
for a supporting role in The As-
phalt Jungle. Other American 
films to receive important awards 
were Panic in the Streets (2oth 
Century-Fox) and Songs of Amer-
ica, a short-subject series by W. 
Lee Wilder. 
Countries in the Soviet orbit did 
not participate in the film festival 
held in Venice. Instead, they ar-
ranged a special festival of their 
own in Marianske Lazne, Czecho-
slovakia. The motto chosen for 
tbeir gathering reads: "For Peace, 
for a new man, for a Complete 
Humanity." Many prizes were 
awarded at this exhibition of Com-
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munist-inspired and Communist-
directed films. The Grand Prize 
went to the Russian-made film 
Fall of Berlin. The Freedom Prize 
was awarded to Red China's entry 
titled China's Daughters, and the 
Peace Prize to the Soviet release 
Conspiracy of the Condemned. An 
East German film, T.he Council of 
the Gods, won honorable mention. 
On Soviet-Korean Friendship Day 
tht film Song of Friendship, al-
legedly made in North Korea, was 
warmly applauded by a select 
group of domestic and foreign 
Communists. We are asked to be-
lieve that this film-portions of 
which show the training of North 
Korean troops by the Soviet-of-
fers "documentary evidence of the 
Koreans' gratitude for their liber-
ation by the Red Army" and for 
the assistance given them by Big 
Brother Joe. Well-indoctrinated 
reviewers reported that the prize-
winning Russian picture Conspi-
racy of the Condemned had this 
great purpose: "To portray the 
battle of the new world with the 
old, of the new progressive society 
led by the Soviet Union with the 
old world of slavery." Ho-huml 
Incidentally, movie-goers in the 
land of the Soviet may soon be 
permitted to see carefully selected 
American-made films again. Trade 
journals report that the Moscow 
Ministry of Trade has begun ne-
gotiations for twenty Hollywood 
releases, including Madame Curie, 
The Yearling, The Wizard of Oz, 
Captain Kidd, and Tarzan's New 
York Adventure. 
For a long time we have real-
ized that there is a real need for 
more and better films for chil-
dren. In Manchester, England, 
under the supervision of the De-
partment Committee on Children 
and the Cinema, an attempt has 
been made to fill this need by 
fmming special children's cinema 
clubs. In the Ardwick district of 
Manchester special Minors' Mati-
nees are presented on Saturday 
mornings. The Ardwick Club has 
a membership of 1,6oo. Badges as 
well as membership cards are is-
sued to the members, and attend-
ance at the Saturday matinees is 
usually over the 1,200 mark. A 
no-adults-without-children rule is 
strictly enforced in this and other 
chi.ldren's cinema clubs. A typical 
program begins with community 
singing followed by forceful pic-
torial admonitions which depict 
the need for courtesy and safety 
rules in everyday activities. These 
are followed by Westerns-includ-
ing the Hopalong Cassidy series so 
dear to the hearts of boys and girls 
in our own land-and by other 
films that have a universal appeal 
for youngsters. There are animat-
ed cartoons, too, showing the fab-
ulous exploits of Popeye, Donald 
Duck, Bugs Bunny, and other pop-
ular cartoon characters. The spe-
cial correspondent for the Man-
;.. ' 
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chester Guardian Weekly reports 
that the children are well-behaved 
and that girl and boy monitors 
seem to be able to maintain order. 
One ruling is strictly enforced by 
the management: Small boys are 
relieved of their toy pistols when 
they enter the theater. It has been 
found that if they are permitted to 
keep the pistols, they often fire 
wildly during moments of great 
excitement. Since the toys are re-
turned when the show is over, the 
small fry do not object too strenu-
ously to this ruling. 
In recent weeks there has been 
a great whoop-de-doo in film cir-
cles over Gloria Swanson's sensa-
tionally successful return to the 
screen in Sunset Boulevard (Para-
mount, Billy Wilder) . It had been 
nine years since fifty-one-year-old 
Miss Swanson had worked before 
the cameras. Her appearance at 
that time in Father Takes a Wife 
was widely heralded as a comeback 
after a ten-year retirement from 
pictures. The still-glamorous 
Gloria resents the word "come-
back." She prefers to say she is 
"returning" to the screen. So I 
shall say that Miss Swanson's first 
attempt at a "return" was a fail-
ure. But it is safe to predict that 
Sunset Boulevard will insure a 
b1and-new career for her-if that 
is what she wants. In many ways 
this is an exceptional picture. Miss 
Swanson is superb in the role of 
the aging, egocentric, once-famous 
star of the silent films. William 
Holden portrays with fine skill the 
coufused young writer who be-
comes involved in a sordid en-
tanglement, and Eric von Stro-
heim is excellent as the devoted 
servant and one-time husband and 
director of the erratic recluse. Un-
der Billy Wilder's expert direc-
tion the script, written by him in 
collaboration with Charles Brack-
ett, carries the action to a dramatic 
climax. The story of Norma Des-
mond is dark and oppressive. 
Either by accident or by design, 
Messrs. Wilder and Brackett have 
·written a devastating commentary 
on Hollywood manners and a 
scathing indictment of Hollywood 
morals. 
Have you seen Louisa'? Louisa, 
the gay, glamorous grandma who 
is pursued by portly Lotharios 
well past the age commonly asso-
ciated with the wolf whistle and 
the souped-up jalopy? For, you 
see, the tables are turned in 
Louisa (Universal-International). 
The familiar boy-meets-girl plot 
has been changed to read grand-
ma-meets-grandpa. There are the 
usual complications. In fact, there 
are complications galore when two 
suitors appear upon the scene to 
vie for Louisa's hand. Everything 
works out, of course, and the pic-
ture ends on the good old they-
lived-happily-ever-after note. Lou-
isa is a sparkling comedy. You 
will laugh heartily when you see 
68 The CRESSET 
it. But I am sure you will come 
away feeling relieved and grateful 
to know that this is something 
straight out of Never Never Land. 
Spring Byington, Charles Coburn, 
and Edmund Gwenn spark a plot 
which, in less capable hands. could 
e<Jsily have been decidedly boring. 
No expense was spared in the 
production of the gaudy techni-
color screen version of Thomas 
Costain's novel The Black Rose 
(2oth Century-Fox, Henry Hatha-
way). The film is said to have 
cost $4,50o,ooo. The cast numbers 
more than 5,ooo. A thousand cam-
els and 500 horses were used, and 
130 tons of equipment had to be 
assembled. The New York pre-
miere of The Black Rose was car-
ried out on an equally lavish scale. 
The world-famous New York Phil-
harmonic-Symphony Orchestra, 
ur.der the direction of its great 
conductor, Dimitri Mitropoulos, 
was engaged to appear on the 
Roxy to present an orchestral pro-
gram between showings of the pic-
tm·e. 
After this impressive build-up it 
would be pleasant to be able to 
rt>port that The Black Rose is a 
fine film. Alas, it is not. I think the 
verdict which best fits this preten-
tious conglomeration of sound, ac-
tion, and color is one written by 
a London critic, who said, "Sel-
dom, indeed, was there a film 
which made less sense or which 
perpetrated its nonsense with such 
gusto." Quite so, old chap, quite 
sol 
The fates have not been kind 
to Joan Fontaine and Barbara 
Stanwyck. Miss Fontaine may be 
seen-I should not advise it-in a 
tawdry offering titled Born to Be 
Bad (RKO-Radio, Nicholas Ray), 
and Miss Stanwyck makes with 
the heavy drama in The Furies 
(Paramount, Anthony Mann). 
By way of contrast, here is Sum-
mer Stock (M-G-M), a delightful 
and unusual film especially de-
signed to display the fine talents 
of Judy Garland and Gene Kelly. 
Betty Grable and Dan Dailey 
are co-starred in My Blue Heaven 
(2oth Century-Fox). I suppose avid 
Grable fans-their number is 
legion-will find this lightweight 
technicolor fluff sufficiently enter-
taining. 
Tea for Two (Warner Bros.) 
bears a vague resemblance to No, 
l\:o: Nanette, a smash hit of the 
192o's. This undistinguished, 
brightly colored opus has a re-
deeming and rewarding feature-
the music of George Gershwin 
and Vincent Youmans. 
Ji ancy Pants (Paramount, 
George Marshall) presents a 
dreary, distorted version of Harry 
Leon Wilson's memorable story, 
Ruggles of Red Gap. Bob Hope 
and Lucille Ball energetically 
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script. Comedian Hope needs bet-
ter material if he is to retain No. 
1 rating on the wit parade. 
In Edge of Doom (RKO-Radio, 
M<irk Robson) we have an unsuc-
cessful attempt to bring to the 
screen Leo Brady's story of the 
suffering and the fear which im-
pelied a poverty-stricken youth to 
commit unpremeditated murder 
and of the searing remorse which 
led him to confess the crime. Edge 
of Doom is gloomy, depressing, 
ar.d unconvincing. 
"The fashion of this world changeth and so do the pretty-
and petty-little customs that prevail among ladies and gentle-
men. But beneath the whole range of matters discussed in the 
"Blue Book"-knives and forks, soup and fish, the cutting 
of cabbages and the treatment of kings-there are a few deep 
principles; and these principles, the postulates upon which 
gentlemen act, are not far from a Christian ethic. A gentle-
man may not be a Christian, but a Christian must always be 
a gentleman. If urbane men of the world can achieve a high 
plane of courtesy and honor, surely the men of God can do no 
less. Old, naive, unsophisticated ministers, ignorant of all the 
usage of polite society but saturated with the grace of God 
through years of service, sometimes show in face and bearing 
a graceful tenderness and an air of Christian courtliness that 
the halls of Versailles might well have envied." 
Nolan B. Harmon in Ministerial Ethics and Etiquette 
(Abingdon-Cokesbury Press) 
Verse 
Prelude to Winter 
There is a band of gypsies 
beside the country road, 
and their bright eyes flash in the sun; 
their faces are brown as darkling leaves 
when autumn is done. 
Their ragged scarves 
are fire in the wind, 
their hair is wild with the wonder of night-
they gather like birds beneath the trees 
before their flight. 
But I never can trace 
their way through the wood-
the road they travel, no one knows-
as westward they follow the sun in the skies, 
and fade like flowers when the frost begins, 




Oh, Death, thou hoverest o'er in vain; 
Thou shalt be overthrown; 
There is no death 
For those who seek for Life; 
There is no Life 
For those who seek it not, 
For Death accepts the groveling soul 
That lifts not eyes unto the Hills, 
Nor sees the wonders at each hand; 
Death scatters ashes on the grave 
Where living flowers grew 
And shuts the sunlight from the eyes, 
And the grave's the final goal; 
My soul, look up before Death gathers thee, 
For Time retraces not its steps 
But swiftly passes 
Counting all the hours spent in vain. 
-MYRA JOHANNESEN 
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W E HAVE the privilege this month of introducing two new 
and promising writers to our readers. 
A. R. Caltofen ("Eternal Mother") 
lives in Fontenay sous Bois, Depart-
ment of the Seine, France. Like so 
many French writers, he is an alum-
nus of Hitler's concentration camps 
who returned to his 
We publish it because we feel that 
it is a distinct contribution toward 
the search for a modern idiom in 
which to address the modern age. 
~ 
Our Christmas anthology, Christ-
mas Garland, is now available. We 
think that it is rep-
home to find his 
library gone, his 
manuscripts gone, 
his writing skill 
dusty, and no one 
particularly con-
cerned. But, he says, 
"with Christian op-
timism I have be-
gun again at 55 
years of age." He 
has consented to 
send us occasional 
vignettes of life in 
the small towns and 
ou t-o£,-the-wa y 
places in France, 
Spain, and Portu-
gal, in all of which 
he has travelled ex-
Editor's 
resentative of the 
best writing that 
has appeared in 
this magazine. The 
price has been kept 
to the lowest pos-
sible level, $2.00, to 
ensure the wide sale 
which we think it 
deserves. The book 
may be ordered 




cago 10, Illinois. 
Lamp 
PROBLEMS 
CONTRIBUTORS The labors of a 
FINAL NOTES great many men go 
into the publishing 
of a book. We can-
not acknowledge 
all of them but we 
tensively. 
'"• ,-.. Frederick Noh! 
("The Cage") is a teacher in the 
parish school of St. Paul's Lutheran 
School in Kankakee, Illinois. He is 
spending his summers studying his-
tory at Northwestern University. His 
writing is an experiment in form, an 
attempt to rephrase the Christian 
message in new terms. Like all such 
writing, it will either leave the reader 
completely cold or highly excited. 
would like to give 
some public recognition to the staff 
of Concordia Publishing House and 
more particularly to its manager, 
Mr. 0. A. Dorn, who very patiently 
and very generously led us babes in 
the publishing woods out of them. 
It is the quality of their work that 
causes even us to be surprised at 
the excellence of what we have pro-
duced. 
.If 
